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Defense Program Means More Job 

|..^ i:i ^ i .. rs ». ^ f»rsnm*Tg. Jobs as 1 * 1 ofsrrs'-e sip., A'ssts^a''* jR^"Tntir, rfci* rise 
x>rrai im a . 1 if 3 •'tri.-t <n<M>-*t<>*i m-ir-a JOtfS — ascwtdy* H^od-i-way 
J*>h« — f->r ti-nuaanH * oi »v ;* v. h - Haw fv»<n trah:^ tn r.-r-ctridiy. New 
1? t'i" time f >r \< KT to »«*Hr t'^ n* Ei^u*- <ty, t'vi -mighty 

Mr**- at t*m i>*. i.i il fch^t week*., > ■ u l-m* imhi for * out Big 
f*p%** ittimtv hi working ?«r> <i< trivil qw'ji.t % Hn? yott Irani 
MU>fj»ue ignition, wtivi armatincs teatu ff/v, r s>t 4 a|xi do 
IjiUf! ami twenty wlHn?, ci«* < **vt>»- t rating t". «wy to learn, You 
^'Leaj n- i^-I>oi»!3 by ly>r k«i. X »t a <nn ,nd • \t* r--*;i?<.(\ You 
d^n't nrci previous t'xjwrvnr^ hi j/k'^'r*! M, u't >n H'ltL Ms! brief 
f'^ripiion <a my seWl 1 wataf io hrta4 out this important l*ct 
— you don't nwJ much money r-i m\ traimn,? I 
have many plan* jo help the fellow vh* needs tralxw 
n*g but h??ti t much tk »n t r. Read all <>f this adver- 
tisement — th< tt mat! coupon for th* facts. 
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ArethfArt.e e> E,p..,»I«? Why Be 1 S.n^ i-.. 
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"§' ¥~ > you're th*t man, here's something th»f Will 
I M interest you, 

JL A Not a irjfit i'oimuk — not * «f-rkh-.<-|mf is 
tcheme — but«omethm^mure3ubsttntia!»me>] eprnf ?i; <»1. 

Of com&s, you. ntid something mow th.vi i',:ti rise 
desire to be an acc.-.jMCMf, \ ou've get to pjy tb<! •»( t 
—be willing to stud'/ cvnetOy, thorough'". 

Still, wouldn't if l<? v.vrrh vnjjrwhu? f> iwKt/*.e *■>•!>* 

of Your lei««fcm l?i->-^ft"K.rt«{)r,; h <- <.tu.i 

s. comparatively ivH>' pee".c«l w jw Irt? ,V» ~> , r"v 
vided tfc»r the rcwaidb *k<I — « uwrr of $2,000 
to S!0,000f 

An SKouMapt's. dn'>« .in r-,'i-,e;i.iv vj.-'-ec; ami ■••f 
rat worth fo hi* Mtj ,c if.r,- He has <■ injur;! 

Do you f ccl thftf su.Ji ta.i.LY, *wt> far you? Well, 
don't be to.< jure- V-er. po.-^ii-ly ;hey rw> be! 

Why oof itkf [a,-r.f be turf 5 "a. m% - e«ti-atf 
I.aSjlfc'a modern ProHrm Mtlhod 0/ traim.ig foi »u 
auramtaney fo«i;io,i.' 

Just suymo.w vou *vere permitted to swk in a t,»tp? 
ateoonrha house under the pe;»nat supervision ot aa 
expert accountant, Safpote, with his aid, you studied 
stcoa.tting principles and snK'td problems day hy da» 
— «■>}• ©r>e.<- a* *irst — then the wore difficult onei. If you 
:tuIJ do this — and if vou could turn to him tor advice 
kS i rhe problems hecsrae complex — w you'd master 
then. ,»IL 

I h»t'» the trab in-.' tou iuilo*' in pnnup'e ui-d«t die 
I i-v!lc Problem Mtdiod. 


Y'M» cotf-r aci.;-ui!»jnc/ fr«m the basic Principles 
ruh* up through A-xounrancv in -items mi Income Tax 
l"Wc.du£e. I hen you add C P. A. Ttainif>t: and pre- 
pare for the C. P. A- ^Laminations. 

As vou go along, you absoib tie pnncu<!« of Audit- 
ing. Cost AftcxiDtwc, Business Li"-. >tjf»itica! Con- 
trol, Organization, Management and Finance. 

Your progress k as ipeedy as you ctre to m»ke u— 
dtuc:mir>g y.Mir own eagerness to learn and the time 
'■'•u ■ spend :n srudy. 

Will reowiitton come: The '•inly answer, as you know, 
sis that m.-ct>.% dm: eowe to the man who is really 
trained. It's possiMe your tir.ptoytr* u ill notice your 
iitiprovetntnr in & very fesr wreks or months, Indeed, 
many LaSaltc graduates have paid for their training — 
» tth incrmhod earnings— before they ha< « completed it! 
for acrountsints *h<> are tninsd in oroiiiizatton m& 
m*nagerr.cr,t. are the executives of" the future 

Writs For This Free Book 

For jour own good, don't put off investigation of aM 
tht facts. \V rite for oar free 4S-pase book, "Accoun- 

ttocy, The Profession _ That Pays." It'll prove that 
accountancy offers brilliant future? to those who aren't 
afraid of serioM home study. Scad us the coupon note. 

O»or 1850 Cerflfted 
Pubfic Actowtonfs amoflg 
loSolIe olwmn! 
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" 1 , » •HeWrtf An. C',-t, I r b>B CMs»6». 111. 

!_9*.-!t tobetn«co-.ait«iir, Seiin n>". tt:r}.vs.t .051 oroW>c*t»ft, f|w48-p3g,- book," ActeuntMf , 
T 1 - P:"jfu*ion Tisat fa s, ' asu I J', :r.i<y.fT,stion abeji jour »ccou;.ta.K/ training, program, ' 



WELL, another month has rolled around on the old .?paee-iog— side- 
real or lunar, take your pick. It seems like just last week I was ad- 
dressing- this crew irom the chief antrogator's cabin for the first time 
A round and around on its axis and in the plane of the elliptic each planet 

spins. 

That just goes to show what a dizzy wench Time is. anyhow. And. speak- 
ing of wenches, I mind the time I was temporarily out of a berth and was 
dt inking my way through a hogshead of N«hksrdin in that space port on 
Venus, 

Yes, sir, that big Venusian blonde — er — ahem — about this month's mail and 
the yapping chorus: 

Jamping Jupiter, how the sight of that 
mail bag warms the very verrruies ol year 
old Sergeant Saturn's heart, I -an almost 
feel the heat ol some of those sizzling letters 
all the way through my space suit. And am 
I ready to spit on my hands and v?nde in' 
Ycut armchair squirt*, you raid it! For 1. 
Y'h? another chief pilot we\ c heard tell H, 
'•Wx a good fight 

I said something about heat, didn't I? 
This Jii-«t letter practically singed off mt 
e»el»rf)« when I opened if. Rocketeer 
Lf.fer Cole, a scientifictiori inn with lour 
T.W.S. stars on bis space suit, turn-,? on the 
faeit in bis asbestos-lined comimni< afion, 
Do*s he radiate wth blitzkms boltR for 
Arihur Barnes? Well, nobody can trathfuliv 
s?y we don't listen. Ud and atom. Pilot 
Cole 
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BRINGING CARLYLF. BACK ALIVE 

By tester Cole 

If* jRuMty vntn< : Wtaft. tv wanted to • t 

ii>r n '<>riK tiiju. >■* %oi«g to I>< « na h, ( '« j j s 
te«-. Anil f wsm iuii, th"r*>'t -ir vcir- I o- 
h\ud in». 1 re illy don't ku».'« wl'»»f *<> rf ri 
Well, 1 i or, kk i on« thing off tin th'fi tc 1 
Ir- • t,A»n pirn <.><■" las' inp 

Vv» k« p*. mv tfmpfr about thi? raifb "&n 
lunff i« >« , Ev< f rr ,mi> ni jeur roarers 'rui» 
sbrJut H >o II i<lw?> f you hit> ag* a«<* 

riai>r* lit h tntlioi y>«ir yoimstwxt ,>r one <>>' 
voni < ounsext I gueop th<\v th'nk It will 
h»'.p 0>em (re* 'hrir ictipr mti> print Tho> 
f,i ,~r\ rb.'ir t* • 1 1 *rv nomrthiiiR <™ flits n>vi»r, 
fi!i£ ion- ««r y<»m«*»«i rcrtd^v?— >-tr " 
tl ) rtt>- ri p-.'.i',- sr fX-iimplv <if VI -w Mwi.-t litii 
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,1,.lir>«,,n .' > iart. • fn>i>«!"c,i c. ti- a ,<iir- r-woin- 

•imi i>>>rtm I <'Xi>j*ftK - » Ami 1 A.ti ( oi-r* 
^ betf'f 1 ! J(V ">i'>^ y<;j~> Js. S|, /tn n is' — *},, 
v (una 'i <:<vittf s-tiiii'i up nn'ifT tin' <'t>u ''ye nf ;i 

*'Pur»fATs DH' I f (iri',,E — \l\<t; i^?n tyf«- h}4y u,, 
>!••( s . > *[•}•«, i; I ri-i>'fnili»-i t'ic l>m 

>'r r! j [»•" l<<-\. ttuit co'-rij-; i >. 

f tn hi M I it") lit t„,-p ;-,yj»l,<na" i \« »• 

<<:,,. <i !ttu .u i-".,i>>i.-,-' rnv«,r th.it. ?h iit.d 
iii .'" • "!'•_!',. Ci'i.t>\> „. <J i.r >inl ! Ii' ' 

hAt*. ii-i .ini , V: ! ■'- i - 'ir"* »wi'd 
>">n.t ;ni1 <<>•- r.t if i'.f t J » » . n« • • • t i ■ I jf.'t Ali^.' 
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■ ■ in l ~ -v -r} •n<!i>h. A ri'. i all, tfiif. »# 

V* If i. r U»'(i„, SB'S If »H i',fil»'ll t'cf Y<.'V, 

If .»(. sr. Hfrtri.fJS'U WuXDKK »T< »- 

irU.'K "nils *. Mick wiifi yoii. ir la up |.« 
. i i," Is"" 'if k'n.iv silmu' U. V\ ► wriconi', 
^ vii<'tn*r they .n»* i'«mn!im"i- 

rv t\t ! r-' i.',«l ~ "f ^nr.tyiri obi-fa^Ii- 
i,.i,,.(t r.f V t*< Wri'c r,._'uiirl; ' \-> 
n.ifir c f vu * t ' ^' ' p. T .1-; :hi<' is f M bf 

printed !-E,»,i'i 'A ' i-ri.iii^t ,im( riakt 


\>i.f "jo" 1 , I, nj' ».« «i\ Ho Ji-d wish Ml' 

r <- K i ; t _ ' 1 c r tin .>th- rs) \niJt"r-or-, 
r- 1 ' _,ri .•tn't at Mr. .iclet-ijon. l"o« s 

s; i> i:<! «. c'r.njr *r - a ffiid TMrl yon raak^ 
t'l-' *I,f |iurix>?^!>" f-'.t '.f.tnetKKtv would t-t.'t ri 

i v , * i, •,,-,.)* In th" Nuv«>r,hor ii?s«<\ p,u- 

1 -- (• i r , i, re | >i 1 13, > on t-tn» s • "Our Martf"r> 
r -ii. -f ...iiiirnt — mfi Mmyo Im htm- -Rpi-ikina 
A ri'Mi c "i "mi o*ii.-*\ huf it.^* Uiii» |irett> fiiii- 
mi" Km, ' in.|,«)-einty, Mr Anii'-rumi, \ o,i 
fl. ,i * I! . i,"t<r* ,'ili*,uf rfrn*. inn —-Ainn 

li's ^ ' iiiitrhUn to Ih 1 tlui'i'l U 

i. i l.i.in- ihi\i r> ;<> tiuNn I .n» ( im<i; • hr> > 
>. ■ " . n . hi;- li-r sift) pnij tilt.- it !•,:!>> ' 

Tl rL< Al'.'II <» !«*«<»<•. J.rt (•►■ 1 Ji| |>H ! " l. 1 

1 >', V 

' l iL v.,,) tt'j.jj.r AJy kl, ,:,.!<.).. i c.i'H,.ji 
•i, M , mi S r£,nr<i;u, - '!'>s--. ,"i, -ii rt j 

«it'i an,) ju^i ab,,u< irf (.',»„ mH. ; yci 
>r> *i n, ni. 'dm fiiii-ifi. :• 1 <■«> : !)•,••• -.i ■ 
i'lilr"- »4> prttVJ lr<.L i'ui 1, - r„. < \ t u^ l«.r 

\ ,11! t„ 'fu Hi*' BMIflc fllitlL' 

a ^ »••> tn« "v'jc ' sun-o.s j n ini, t'ipv'r» - "i 

ri« I.*. I'nii' "Uirii'' , J i Km. tii^w^fi SVh* '1^>^m.'I, 
(j l l,.i> «bouf (In 3fiirit-iu H . jiUnri .N'> 

2 litvt v<?,iu= t;xp< rtff |,-ri .*:<j. ?" T;^' ■ w 
m*. i.-.-iini? what Iftrtt- ^v, i!.. Kff f",j.-i lifi >. 

Mo o, . ii tn s'm ,tn% ! I iru ,'!> .ii 1". I., \1 n> 
.Inn V. en r> ii ma \\% UK xtn-i, j ai.il t for r»if 
Hi ! hf»id ii'nci M <>\ I j >•-- nv H i - . . 


IMAGINE THEIR JOY 

WHEN THEY FOUND 
THEY COULD PLAY 

This easy as A. B.C. way! 



1 ^^m^^ 


Pfajs an Radio 

J •» htfm to tetl jot that far tew wwk» 1 
vie Men « <He »ir onr rait local radio M»- 
ijni. f<3 rtuuui ro jroyr institution for jucb 
» iwdttftrf foeae. 

• W, a fl., 


l Mined to jilt? 
»«n 'a » ihort 


"Wouldn't Tat? 
51,000 for Oirse 

»»» » k riiastd tint 
ib tindfrsimd Uicm T i»w 
1 tf> f>l» by note In * tifil* 
Sum 4 tn>ntt> f tmokta't t»*e 

isaail ioilaw for no mwm. 


• Cltr.l 




i wk».»» thafa? Bent Method by Fu 

f>m?maJ th» dif- r,ftc(A6«a to at? Jmt fMBtedMoa 

fMl t"i«CM 1 r«t •)<«»( lOI B>T in Tl»W 

«!»».>?■ oHr I «» Dm*. »n foii»»!«*e« sis course, 

wtt t>»!'Of to >t<« J i'ir 'iktv lM«n» brfore tm- 

d«!«>i r«« aHJiosl «i*r teiwiKP, hut luy insfcrott.wmi 

of iwtnto? witt rou sere tj tor tke best. 

*BT, Bitot S. T. » A, O.. Minn. 


W 


is Have Learned to Play for Less Than 7c a Day 


HAT itwtmmeol wonM fm like to play* TIVH show 
you how von ran It-are to May it — qmcMy, «wil>. in 
"' time at hotw — tnr lew than SEVEN CENTS 
i'AY": Nt-w mind if you don't know one nore of wtisie 
>m another *m*t won 5 about "spetial talent," 
fb« truth of the nutttt'r is that thov.irmdn nam «/;« 
rer Ikongkt fit// V-s, men and women eviry- 

. r* haw discovered Hue mnazinirfjr fc»sy way to learn 
at hnme. N<w tlvy are cn ioylmr the thrilling: Mttis- 
'. ton of playing the oiuoo, violin, fsnitar, sixoyl.niie or 
* faworitf tearromtuif. Sotm- of thim are playing fa 
i' l f>n* smi u»«t ths* ciirtio • iHhi r» are teachine mrasie, 
li« money iu spaiv <w full titoe. And thousands nr. 


b&vhig th«- ttme of ifi«if ttt*» playing for their own en- 

wmtnt arid the entert»Stirn*nt of their friends. 

it ail tame abort, wh«i they wrote to thf V, S. School of 
Music for the Fret- Bwklrt and Print and Pictm* fefttpte 
that Oiow tou how EASY it is to ifarn r.Wfir at horn* »hi» 
moth rn way. No tediotts srates, no tlrfxvnsc rxrtevtr*. Yaa 
lesr-n to pfay h» plating — rtart m niraost at one? 

with the raelotiy of a simple taw ! Ii t«k«« nnly a f»w 
Hiirnites h flay arid the «f. is triWaa . y«»a nvf the <xi"-i.<* 
of h j>rivat>- ti-arhi-r, Do<?s it y.osd s»o.-,-t to hf tut! 
Mali the ttiuimn sufi the FSEE PSOof! (Out foiiw 
iWi'.J y;*r - Est. IHiJJ t c. sit 1 « Mibiv. 
B»un*wf«!k BMg„ N, y, C, N. Y. 


SEND FOR FREE 


PRINT AND PICTURE 

SAMPLE 

> ' «t»«i sour "» -»>■« te» >11 
' h~'d easih- ,rau ?aa *ram f 3 pis r 
» itstmmraii, ri«i'f Jisiht' *» » 
-ifiit inr the fgeein^Uiig i 55 sj? 
- - j *• «(wm »|i jour <j«!St<«i« i«t 
' - ■ i*r*ra md Pictar* Sample fchctt ? ^ 
• •• 11 BMatrf «r««tl,v lr iw*r 

■•' "t'siii ccuiKni. nr^r^m?m^ 
' , '<!!<t» needed, cmfc or aedsf.i 


«i Pi tj» 

Cjiftr 


Civ 


e»«.. n m ¥«•*. O'tj, n v 


^(tft LfefT \iU^i^ 


*< BoRif ' sad 'hft frse Print 


¥■ <• u« fijittr 
fi« 

I'lblti* 

C3"8i 
T"l>T*si 


II IMdSt 16 



Mm Too 

2»*S lBStltt.f 


STILL IN A RUT, OR 

GETTING 


AHEAP? 



ivtRY mtmm 

FEATURE Or A 
RIG N k f .-A ■> v t 

Ym— *- Rtntagfon Moi«- 
!.» '&*)•;»* *<xuV-* fe« 

*tit! alM Stotfarf teybowl, fall sin w.'iH*fl 

tack mw. n««i» tonitvt, «cl«iv« louck Kfslslor- 

,»«y 4»er>Ssl ft>*tBf« 8? « !>IS B»dt>"8i, Of ««»»«, if S 

MOtSEiESS, Use « •r.r'"»«. mi»*t«*, *W> rm*e * 
worry o* eijf«ks« ettas. No w«vd«t inm «M It " j"H£ 
MACHINE THAT SPEAKS IN A WHISPER!" 


■ 



FREE 


Wit* yaw »w R»«f»#f<»* tV««» 
Noisetta *« »si< ycxi — «*M »lnt«lr 

fr»e~# 31-pi8» baekt*t en Touch 

<,»pi«U. Stately w>>«»« and coitipiatehr 

JNwrtraled, It's « «<nv U fallow « A. 
i. C T«ii »« I«*kU»i» otw« th« 10 
4«r k*« Mil we cf>«>, i«» how ««w H 
« «« <tr«> Mail (hi! soapen Mm !«■ 

« Atiaili, 



YOUR CHOrCS OF 2?, TYPES 

This is Elit», s»?.ller mtd 

uses Ices spcic-3. 

This is Pica, lnrjvr.r 
and easier to rc;a>i. 


SPECIAL! 

IswIjiM i ii ■»(<.' !»«<♦» sat »r<» p». 
<A«sc pku, we wi!( mh4 to« tfch hW- 
»b»s, ftt Veci cenvfttil <«•. Coml-jeM 
cl *»r»Y J-*>!y HOitd, covered wl* rick 

0uf»«l bMt, If will hartnert)t<t wift th< 


(OOPSf <*e«k«rf big. 



I 


A DAY 


Ifvaqme' Save as Jiille <-,s f Oc a day and you cart 
own the new Remington Ncitelett D-d«x* Port- 
able. Use it for 'tpc -H, hi teS«t«*i, for letters. 
Do sway with slow tedious fandwtitfng. Matt® 
yow written wmk l»j>ie$siv* md easy to read. 
Hurtdrtdt of job* a:» w»<Bng fe* Ih* p«i»on who 
know* how i© type Htip ywitelf *o get ahwdi 

10 DAY FREE TRiAl 
W0NIY BACK GUARANTEE 

ftw* m w» *li«i atiachtd «» ikd trfftt. fr» ct dwi tt, »• 

! « yc» 10 hit d<y» to uit »d t«l flili wendtiW twehitw, 
A Mill dtpoftt d«S»»n tht NbImImj poubjt to yaw 
6ifii»c« on *tt«« a« f»«ut0«« day. Yow eMiwiU 
will (>• prompt** f«hm<fcfi at *« «n4 «l 10 fkm I 
vc» wt ml enllrdfMHsfirf, YOU PONTflSK A PENNY! 


Mall Nam! 


4o5 W«Wfi9teii Si , ioCtH, H 

Idt m«, wltlsoMt «bM<}»fi», ho* «•» «<rl . fur TiM It M« 
a«mlf 9ton Nstwltn fo*«Mt ind«,';.-fl O.'.-yl*^ C-» »;rf ft« 
ly^ina besWrt lot »s u I0e * J.-k, Ca(« L -s»«. 

N«< .,. .. ,. 

A«f8S>,... ...... ........ 

City. . ...... ....... 


FHE READER SPfcAKS 


m WANT A 
m GOVERNMENT 


( Continual from page s } 


, i-,U.i t;«\ «•< >*»Ti. iLt- fKTuifc. u!' i Jt« il 
.','t.iie'! 

TU«j ti-wt ^ («.)•;, 

Tin? Da* Ti« <\ 

h< JKteor! ll In s-t 
Cht-M- < '.itlKH 1 !- 


i:i " "i vii b 'j/ Ti!i,»-' b,h 

i.r>fl third <c- < •'Sb,>t. Ss.i.v 

The f. at. .11 t>i \i I jm i 

l'.ji«' t _t,~ - -' in tii.ni i.t 'Vlu 


C'lmumlij ' -.uifc r 1j.it "i-'h.-iil Hi „; TIii-m- t'<.<s- 
. t\ ltd <1 t">m <*t. :?:k! «h-./ k i ^ t 'i 

k'Hi'i l"r. I t«ii>k tn it lifjt.-.'inlly i hi-t <•.•(". Im> 
•■!' the eJ-i.il Cat.iH.y fm I'll.! It •• Hi. .11 UK 
'It: t *t<i!> fth,mt "li-Hiipsi «-Vvt "< <>ti n>, 

">".W,?» ci >. t. »v< f,ctu>n fo tlt,'i 1 Kid.: >-ri', 
'••ih- 1 forest, lime iih««U prinuim it st.inp <in 
d: trusli.ike Jlitf- w.u <!•<( In "Shall ,<u.> Th.^c 


''lillfi. 1SS 


.-Aril Iilu.-i 

ntoi.v lin|>iiens lij> ftk< jiimx Hi 


f r. 111. 


that a certain 
»-va tuple, 

13 et-n« a,Mil' S-Ttfu. t c-( «j» )*. ui-nii \\ hn-h IS 
xIioh » O'i <jih- ifldi- rtfie Ht«ui|i is <1 < > i <j*»il in 
1-nlf) t,1< nil eittot of ibr ruck M shli", and on 
••t Kl.iji in flight. If might 
<> — 2S 1 Vine," ths itory tafc- 
Of cutjt'ft., :hi« Idea. Is weajk 
t».\ f >i>I«?J_ 

Hei tj«y that a Tr'.ceratop* 

tu <> neat- hi a 'eyes nnd one 
n.rms-trDfitty, oft tile cover. 


the othei , 8 
lie Kur<+urs>»ti * 

311^ Oil In. 

but i' could b>: 
AI.-'l\ t»l\ Mr. 
fans thrt-w hoi 
on hlh sn.iur. Tli 


•viu> not 11 T'K'i )<Uoi>i> Also Wl him thai 
Ht/csaim Hot look Ilk* Oil.t tf>>ii>-t) if 
i.nd thtu itroiil uB.ium tjni u.»t i**m* up on tiuir 
Kind li-t;.« Slid ItRi'. twili hk-» « Ty\'m-,<wAU( 
if rh.it * hing nil ! U>* < tiv^r v\rf>i flrt>iiii»Maui 
I'litl 1 lm\f iiij <M«iiht« t.) ivh*»<t.rf thi* kH 
( r-jfi. 'HIwj ilijii i hi*, tin' unit, t>u»,f wrttn* 
ivjtIj Oif 1 iivu wa.i fuui' (M-upl. cue Tj-roii- 

f!.*«ifUE. om tTiy:.i (llil f'All ( 'ti-l'tnldi 5 rlH 

My &111I t-in»i£ili» m in ilmt > <iM *iou < sn'i- 
jjofci hi<nn 1 1.- M-iriiri Ali»<t Hht/ *t.'u rcc! thf 
Wl<TrOKKMi,)T( '< >SR"r 'J.nJ. 1hOh)- .-cv-rs <'.') 

— XSfHt Lilian ■< Siirt-et. tfttti Fi,-ieicw< >• 

Well, Mr. Barnes, Lester Cole's electronic 
barrage was shocking, eh, watt? Or were 

you insulated? Is Miss Carlyle's face Mar- 
tian red 1 

Shooting stars, lad, bat thus old space-dos 
will bet you a food capsule against one of 
Saturn's Rings that youH take to the Car- 
lyle offering in this issnc, TROUBLE ON 
TITAN, like a magnet takes to a meteor. 

So Artist Bergey is off - Ms orbit and 
doesn't know the difference between an 
arclieopteryx and a cephalopoda? Cat your 
rockets, pal, we stall boil him in his own 
oils. Funny guy. that Bergey. He witnessed 
a space-crash the other day and when the 
sky-cop a iked bint for the license number 
of the strato-chariot, he said: "I'm afraid 
I've forgotten, but I remember that if it were 
multiplied by itself, the' cube root of the 
product would be equal to the som of the 
digits reversed!" 

Now, I ask yoa — what can .yon. do with a 
gtty whose mind tracks in this faahion? • . 

Spin my equinox and cal me Twirly. it 
■hat stamp idea at yours isn't just the thing 
ior our spaceinails, What this planet neeJs ', 
'.«;. a good fwe-eent stamp, with b.e. moasttri 
Bergey riainted oo 'era in profile, eh? 

Wait a minute . . , here's a ■pattering fu>e 
„ni a time-bomb that §i»oe-fst Diana Hell- I 
. has ient in for Kelvin Kent. It's due to 
..'•ist off in a trtce-eratops-^confound it. i 
. .lot Cote's got me immg doable talk now! 
. -t'5 read this messmge before it Wows up. \ 

iO THANKS FOR MANX 

8} Darin Heilmart 

i'.ouIb, 4ouii(js. anfl od» bodktBsI How 
,;..!, iunu'er at* we tmr« to put up wltk P- te- , 

( Continued on page 12) 



$1260 to 
$2100 Year 

. te'Stert ; ^ 
Men— Women 

GET READY NOW 

Railway Postal Clerks 

Rnflwoy \ul ti. rls gu SI t>uO tht Jtist jiar<jf rvsolwr 
emi>l»>nn ut, huii? («id on ti» first aati llfwt mh <»i cseh 
month. t'.T«,lT <;vb r»'t}" slay,) Tfcwr p»y i* »utuiaatiestllji 
imT.atittl yttiriv ,u fc.f.cj ar.d $2,450 in latgur or«aiiiia- 
tluns. i«.-i... ii.)., I., hail to Ch'cf Ciert at ii!,f OSI a jw. 
«S112.» pw> uu,'.) Agz IS ixi m. 

Travel for 
/ "Uncle 
"5s. Sam*' 

3 Days On — 3 Days Off — Full Pay 

Rai'»r.y Portal Clt»rJ« m lonsf runs uaialiy work a <itrt 
a»J haw- S .iityv t.tf duty or iu the .taint' uroptirtiun. Dor 
mpr (his off <h>ty*tfci.ir n«y »nti!»ui« josit M though tk«y 
wer- woikiai'. Thi,» Crave) >m & rastf whiti ou twiiineso. 
Wi<n tb<T g»w «W, th<»y ar- r. ttrwj with a pension. 

City Mail Carriers, Post Office Clerks 

Clerks and Cari now R.t il.700 !*U1.C7 a munth't 

ihr firm ».*.- .in wgutai ami aunjiiMak'aily innoaw 1 >lwi » 
j,«ir to liUtm ifiJS.W a rrwntli). 
A» K W » 48. • ■ 

As«'t Statistical, CI©* 

f^i! tft — Woman 18 to 80. 

Many 0tt©r ^ftltlfi* 

Maw ttV^r j«i'xloi* m *H&m&m 
rfy 4(. cum 




Cet Free List of Positions 

Fin mi >»•» KtllendiK, etiiun Tiat i( < ? »».' aali K U4»i— 
*t dnw. 

fhi^ sla«li i&feMi i &m m *o Uu,' s bi^ |>ajtl 
cotinijiiettt job. 


FRANKLIM INSTITUTE, Dt»t. LK', 


N Y 

J tali Asnli.tK-11 fl? 


"t 8. Uc. uui.it. i i-,ut,.ii, » J 1!» i* U»! Tfcaa."; <8l iAl of 
t', S. emvtntuM Ji>.»; wi "itif u.4 wt.il is ,u jo »,Ur>r fu- » 

if 5W-6, 
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Learn to set «f> and run ANY 
kind of moBhi«e; I — 
MONEY NOW b 
HOW TO 


which usually take yean of 
study and practice! The de- 
mand for SKILLED men W AL- 
READY oheod of the supply, 
then what WILL IT Zt « month or two from 


Needed 

NOW! 


Blsrsrer Pav 0tft <• MU> "J** «i«ta<* t» unuiifr fw _ 

** w * ttou, <'uii $ tula tins «U Ontunurtn »hi,ii 

I* MKr* (hurt for tbo n**-v. Jtit-tl* Ufa l\*k> ' >."i*fu< of 
ImwtU/K ineeariM-sl f*e** tuM «r;,>r wri . W»rtr 0« 

lug Tsui MArng, P»«ni Makiitx, rwini-T #«*. Mi-Anuirai 
Uri»riu». Futjuiu. MmAine 8li«# Ft«tta» »«J Mmmcmiuiii, 
and hundrtiU t* jift?r tuMert* 


txuidnatioa. With thorn we smi » Bia Binder ot 
. IKK wltrl JOT uraiBid «hi*> Urfeettf Willi tUm 
IWv «>K to «tp. now to t»» 


8 Big Books (1940 Edition) Sent FRKK 

i» jrott fur 
hmj-u MS 

irUUtlu HBtSS, ««< (ft Kt'P. H0» to t»» V!> 4LIHM 

Mtid ff .«* i>«! «i to attdittoa o U e * tub. Itert* in row 
own Iwme at »i»Mf of l,'jsln?>« trtiNbw or not you wrn; t„ %<m% 
Ukjui. chwk «$> un any t*<» sou www to Sots Uwir »r»*: MONKC 
MAKING v*luu, th», If you want IMt». j>w m tlu- »sia: Hind 
or BuTswctt, i*»i!<t N'OW and »• inetaife * w«'. <M»oltjBf . 

American TuehnicalTociirty, 0«'t. S2is" 0*fB««r«t 

ton ur wod »« U>c t bi»- NSW t»*i> Nxi Mu** <* 
JYiv v.v*rafci»llix» I /i«jF she delivery eiiMfe,*^ on If. mite'. 

later 'ht-ln to which <»««■ J »ttl MsJ »3.tM> In *«i itoyl 
.1*1 «vr of $!M.M> it mm. K 


ut.tU to Ma! * 
1 rHurr them in l«i <lsy» I fyilJ m# y«»u 

priritoges is Ufa youj experts t<A yew 

Hssie ... .... ........ 


as. 


itttaoh s Wtrr stttlne licv. mutation, cmi>lii}»l"j ha«» 
10 tm*io«i«K a> n'ief*"'*vei. 


snil that of at lou>i «i» 



MANY 

STYLES 

Ki 
SELECT 
FROM 


GLASSES 


AS tOW AS 

91.05 


16 DAYS TRIAL 


6 AT 1 A V A T I O N < U' A HA M I . V. r> 

or Moner Buck, 4ttwU»i- fl.vlsl inw t*I*«, 
BROKEN atASSES H6PAIRF.0, 

r«tt ( if<4U- t us 


SEND NO MONEY 

ADVANCE WlCTACkt CO , S» S. Ceartwa. OrtK, T-S. Chlt»5 

!U mptsart. *- %<>rt. £Sub»iL«u WIS. 

fnan-ng lattltute. 0l», B50Z. Butf.-I. N 1 

SONG POEMS WANTED 

•i ?» UK SET TO MUSIC 
fr«« &«n,iiia««». S»««l Vtur Poe»s to 
Jf. t'HU Si.iNKll„ JJASTI.K OF J1UMC 
510-TP So. Alt-outdrla Lu-. Au B < le>. Calif. 




(Continued from page 11) 

Man&? £Vr«otiai!y. I h»i'e tiacl «?notiKti? Sure, 
HUtr, I'll Mdmit Kem wew goad wh«ji ti« had 
fOirrfthms tu wiit.f « bout, but af 1 cr all lh#rfr"« 
o limit to «vtnry|hfn«. J Hkpd Rorrum Holi- 
<lav, ai»<! A Cum»'dv «f Ki'ti.i w«.« fair, but it 
Sf«<iS tu me Out K>M i>> try\ft# to out-Xi&n\ 
hitnstjlf. Aft tat- «s I'm concerned Mas» About 
Tiirn 1 w*a*t the blafte i»f cirj- gfuss that i»irv<-n->rt 
tin? hoinpfj <iUiidr«pe4"s wi t*>lira«: IT'S 
HCXK ! Kith.-r Kuiit it. g«.4tt«g ia*v or til» 
»f ii"- of huiucr bet," Ijwii sapped tu ml. J tin 
a wr> »pjtrwlat!i> lover of Iiuhi.u. t>Jt 1*11 li* 
tlai nt-rt tf M, Ab^ut T evf u l>r»»naht t uk'kly 
erin to my I'aet. "Taln't funny, Mi-Ue«-!'; WHi 
Jump obliging p«i»uij kimliy deliver a tusty 
t>lt<*' Into Krul'* {i«rSiiJia«e btrii .w tf»« lieii uft 
tile nrtiM-J sidw.' «.r«jua(i; htfrt from hi!* leth- 
nrn:y", Tt.il "lit. if im him lu v,mc ilnnx. to 
f.ia. >■ eitttujiii of thfit uig-i-»?dieiit luto ttig work 
w iiii'h i*«u«b!« tht* in'ujier niu*'ul>»r f<»-ui-dln!*" 
tlon uf tiie humso ftaturey « fift h <l«fno( no- 
pup)irfs»t-d t:ijj«yii»«uf. JK til u». rit'tit! i W 1 1 rc 
huimtr.i 

<'nMgtit(s Ji> Btrxey fur hin ('«:(. luvcr, Cdn- 
KralH ♦<> Mtirpiij-, P«ul, au-i Wfsso. T-. ! i Vin 
t<> kf^p up tlif goyd woi'k. Wht-never > ou'rw 
In <kiitbt, KU. usf Pan!. He t» « n»vcr-*-ndin(j 
r»xipp}> of ui><J<>tiial>lv wuperb j>li'tarization. 
He is« bfj. on«i si doubt the eH*"iu.'C of KX'tmia in 
hm tutm>o»i»ig uertcctjon nt»d [>ri€el*-i<d <iaar- 
a<,-teriiatio« uf bizarr* beasts ami being* oi 
Beyond, la otiifcr v«.rd», lie's i'Ai.'I. I van. 
truthfully say that mj have nsr«i ol>. 

wtrticd a Puu I iilu«iintl<>i< wliii'li failed tu 

Sdtiffi*, 

Ynur rtorlfii, on an .-(Vt'rttar, hi*'- vt" y snud. 
Let's ha Vf many, man v i>>ori; uf Ullen' *""V"itt" 
stories. Stut*i>-s will xJso «-imm! i>y Kutitit-r, 
Bindfcr, nn<1 th.it untliriiistbfy i rip i>n ions autd^r. 
Mr. Ross" Ruckivim • TiM»S Utiio Ay-., t<i)vir- 

So you want to die — Laughing, eh, spare 
pal? Well, we shall load Kelvin Kent's 
oxygen helmet with more than one wbiff of 
nitrous oxide. And after partaking of all 
that iaughing gas the old gent had bei'e; 
tickle our funny-bones from now on, or 
we'll send I cte Manx back to making mad- 
pies in the Paleozoic Epoch — and leave him 
there for keeps. Blow me into the eighth 
dimension, Pilot Heilman, if you're not right 
for demanding more scientifun and non- 
sc(i)ente. 

AH jesting aside. Helmsman Heilman, fo- 
cus your microscope on THE GREEKS 
HAD A WAR FOR IT in this issue and let 
me know if you can fclip the old Sergeant a 
tirsd word aboui the yarn. 

Well, strip my gears and call me Shift- 
less ii we haven't got time on our hands 
once more' It's a spacegram S.O.S. from 
Space-vet Alan Snun, and he'* lost his time 
machine, 


LOST AND FOUND 

8y Alan Saun 


M i r 
Thu 
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t.,M,s tli-uti^ li. Mr. E Karl BtotfeWt 
t.((i, 11!,. fin' !>!:» ! vn»»iil> , »eli K«tl- 
ii.- :>.-••-•> ui tb- -\".>4<jliil.i-r, tnii'. i.i!-Uf i if 
'i SiJ!lLi.l.V.* Wt>KJ>KK STOTi I F.S It.'.-.-tinf 
!l. - (>'ut »-,curit fur itif with »i>'«-iai .tu ~-fsr, I 
l.t eit. It-ctiitg iticivasing*li" i'Hievr-«i 

"A i ln.-f" ! rrf»d joyCuliy 1.) i»fv«<jif ««, 
un. y. /lilt- 'ii hand, 1 <•>■«, imemg my !»t"<« 
.-I, >Iiij Liin,rsti.r>. "At lontr last I «ti«^ut to 
fiii'.l <.«.!! Jusl wlisi bfc:uii« (if Jli,V \>t!.jyeti tiin« '. 
(in" luiin: i >i. J«y 9<if»r<-iiit" - 

PVL it jiiii.jr •<)>, J was di.orn-'-l U< he<-.r!-sk-(t 
di-'j j.[,i.inttiit-nt. Pur t v. ,■>< .-w, t<- ritulis* 
tli".t \l! H[«4fi--i<Jt*s lett^i li'id tt,thoie> tu 4<j 
| w lid itie. j'H t-xpiutn, 

i Fils't a.11, hi,« il'.s'crJrit.oii of Un.- cti4 iuok- 
I )5ig* jua.'hinr- ii»- witli tiie ttid ot i.i r» 'ifm- 

i pvr.tscattii^j — clevtrr m*. et>Uoii 1 fhuuiil Lav* 


ioiig ag« thouijiit ap [,).• wit Kl.st With u,,- 
being s.j uiscMiiablr briliit, nt — lu tic svay <te 
scribes milt*. 


My invention la a latge, dull ball abooi t«-tt 
feet fa diaaietei. Dark-blue i» color, it con- 
tains on» Miiaii circular duor, and rests * tr- 


io color, it i-oii- 


curely oo a short, *ttu<,-er>£hai>ed tabu- i.( 
trrm-iridou* strength, Tru.j, it sadly lai:'£- Hi 
irrpre*»lv>> appearance, but what an luii n- 
tlon it la— ep— was, rather. What an fflwi- 
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beyond • ehadow if a 
<lr#8se€ gentleman M 
ultramodern office of the year 
Profeseor M. T. Head. When 
professor does get 
That i shall not deny. 


g, however, w 

if the year 87 


ere in ant thing, however, whlc (Yes 
the trvrt! rrily 
"; saw In the 
754, wag not 
.nit excited, the 
wild look in liis eye. 
. .. But It le the right 
Kr. Bielf eldt, not the left 

Well once mars greatly dlsappotnte'i. I J 
again, beg the readers of T.W.S. to Inform it - j 
If they really know, the whereabout* of uiy ■ 
beloved super-invention — my time maehin. 

And — oh yes. 1 looked behind .that pih «.t ) 
adjective* my obeervinr friend, Mr. Carl It. 
' " ..- aUKVM t«d, 


flat &#fte*Ui#e fa £u.w 

scientific crimf 
dftfction 


- "A 


Anderson, so kindly suggested. No— my l»,-t 1 J sc ™ r *«' 
time machine irum't there at all, but install i I told nie 
a neatly folded note addressed to me. It r>- tU dk the g» 


* *I will ttmh yea Fmgtr Prhi 14m- 
fi«<:of,on— -firearms Id-n-i'Sta- 
iio.i — Peiice PhofogrcpJiy — and 
Secret Service)" Thi! • i'.Kh 

MWi WhO I>08" httt 


Ky dear Mr. 8aun: 
3eware! That 


from P*toiker, ML:! i ■ 


re! That man . 
gall, Is extremely fond of feud* ai he m« 
openly confeteed In a rather bombastic let f > 
in a certain maxsutlne you both read. Dt-d't 
I Beg of you, allow thl* heckler to prov.mt- 
j'ou into starting one. ignore him c<<m- , 
pletely. 

■ (Signed) Anonymou* , 
Could this letter have been left there by t.v j 
vanished prof ester? 1 

1 would like to clear tip one thing, howei » t 
When I stated that the April, lift, iKirai- of i 
THHXLMNa WONMR STORtEB contain* d ,i I 
letter of mine— the' first one— I ■ didn't ibi-.ui 
the first letter i had mm sent to that maun- 1 
sstae, 1 meant that mine was the first leu < • \ 
of the department, The Reader Speaks, ; 

Before signing off, I wink to make kno«n 
that the November, 19*0, Issue, as far an I t>l > ,' 
concerned, was by no in sane a dleappointn:;. < 
one. As usual, ti was grand. . Keep up tin 1 
good work.— Toronto, Canada. 

Well he calling ai rocketeers, Spacebird 
Sum, and you can be aire that" one of qui I 
gimlet-eyed crew will find your elusive tune 
machine quicker*!! yon can peel a meteor. ' 
Make it a good reward, lad, and 1*11 join in 
the hunt for your vanishing vehicle mynli 


good jobs listed to ldt« 
<<j!umn«tb<> riftht Givenw* 
a cii»ni.v *nJ I'll train TOU 
tn fill Mi important posi- 
tion to tii>' f.»> mating 
Iwld i>f seieaittfii vrhm 


I YltAtNCO 

THE MEN 
WHOT-tfc-r- 
GOT THESt 

"0IC JOBS J 


P 

Get In Now! 

Bwdi-ui !> t«i*(t HumfiMi 
friiii*- (j<n»ii!OH wmitt siirtp>« 
It - j M:ir«< f — a real s< , 1,1 . , 

lrai< his t u-,u-b ji>n ihit. ■><.■» 
"in-- Mi th,U >«U *-lmliIi» tw> 
wi-HH-iPio in do thi- tvurkuf tt 
thoroagiilj ir.ilm u t-mj»l<t>K> 
in a but.'iin uf jtlfUtiflciTioH, 
ftst tlie r-*s nf y<mr lift*. I 
gH»- you f>uwt»tLmg Mubodj 
com » vvr «tk<» frtim" juii 


And here's a «st-Mast space-gun salute and 
a handful of Venuaian orchids from Chai it> Look at the Record! 
Hidley. Cot in your radiophones on this. ! 

CALLING HOLLYWOOD j 

By Charles Hiefef , 


Hamilton'* . "Gift from tli# Stare" la }iirt 
fijtit, a Ht-vi-r and humorou* yam that woultl 
t.i- irtval fur » b*» movies. Oh, If only I ootild < 
iiirtiit-ttee *nm<3 pwdttcerf The Murphy pu-t , 
>■ v tilts bi*it in- t)»,-< done to (late. A light 1 
r.«,tr> is a rtfil.tf Nm. 2 is "The Life Mtidkln. -,• 
-'initthios I've (.>-'• n longing; for and ¥*•'} ( 
--min'SccHt of tin days of "Bloctropolli!" it > 
■'ai-adicc and Iroii"; the latter Breuer etn.- , 
'••iiiinda me tl>af both the cover and lllueti i- s 
■n,ii fur Wclliri.iti'.i novelet were poor ana sh.i 

wuu<J»:r why « • ego doe* not draw as In- , 
44 ten yim<:< .i«o for that P. and i. book f 
"Tlit Uoldmi ll.irrier" i» equally fimj, but j 
r iis<.- ti«*H uri' atifitir, I had to make tills »>ii,- 
.tibcr tiiivc. A.-ide from Murphy's two. it 
il the unly «>><.ti illuatraUon In tl v if^-m 
>'l Ut Hiuit} 1 
■i. : SchorobUri;, r 
'fit* <*ofM-HiBi'j!i >'t the Xercury jaiuit h 
n tb. (Hit* lrii> i '.dowed upon these elaat i 
aura, of r*>«Htj that makes the tost int- : - 
, " '.tn'tary *"i<i«t'.'ri'-.--"* deserve" that na: .- 
■ ' j r, f)la>f i» », May that brawn crew nev > 
i in tlmir spyi.tarular — Oilee makes it soiii"J 
■ <„• evsry-dny tvwrk — .flights and explo. t- 
1 n*, 

C Continued on page 120) 


of jfX M«Mia,-»Iii» Bor«» 
mi me riiiicJ state. 411 h»a,lo,» ti» 
jiir stttckttlf 4»il r jJn*t« • 'H>i> 
1 •>» r^iuUr -»ili)«s— od.11 

ii.l.d n K»iJ m «*-> ini fc<in> .,, 

l^O** 1 SfrS klhW ai \(t- 4»fJ '1 » . 

taun tfaSniug with er. 

BLUE BOOK 
OF CRIME 

Thus book is foil .1 »i«tlmr ir«ur»>- 

iiai <m 8<a«HBlt- ilMwtiea It 
A'tHhewTOr 1m» rot 1 jt*<s«t» 
»"» ruu limuUu't mi tuft* <i ft, 
1 rfl » t uiwi »ittiout 4ft.f tk»*t 
til* tlie coupes . . kbJ !t 
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When the Queen of the Space- 
ways Meets the King of the 
Interplanetary Wilds, There's 
a Checkmate in the Stalking of 
Saturn'sMost DangerousGarre! 



O,,,, soiled ,t tw.e* 3fl(j the monsief 


crashed aBaii»t tit* wail and eailapsed 


The Titanta** stirred restlessly and raised himself on one elbow 


TROUBLE ON TITA 

By ARTHUR K. BARNES 


,4«/«or y/ "H'ci/crs of Wrath," "Satellite Five," etc. 


CHAPTER I 
Snaring a T rapper 

THE conference was not going 
well. 
It was taking place in the New- 
York oftktb ui the London Interpla- 
netary Zoo, on the top floor of the tre- 
mendous Walker Building, The suite 
was built of the 

and equipped with all the comforts sci- 
ence couid demise, Vacuinn-brik walls 
shut out noise. There were mineral 
fluff insulation. Martian sound-ab- 


sorbent rugs, plastic body-contour fur- 
niture, air conditioning. The press of 
a button brought iced drinks or lighted 
cigarettes of aromatic Venusian tobac- 
cos through a recess in one wail. 

Despite all these comforts, the visitor 
was having a bad time. 

At one end of the room was a small 
screen.. On a stand before it was the 
morning "newspaper," consisting of a 
titiy jrcwti o£ bAffl* Siil3sci*il3crs ^outlet tmrnL 
on the latest news at any time by sim- 
ply tasking it onto' the screen, A dial 
enabled the reader to flip through the 
entire "piper** with a' twist or two. 


A Complete Gerry Carlyle Novel 
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Van-colored backgrounds— white lor 
iccal news, green for foreign, yellow for 
sports, and so on — made it easy for the 
reader to turn to any desired section. 

Right now it was turned to the pale 
violet interplanetary page. 

SHIRK Y CAkLYLt: CHALLENGED lN r 

KACE TO SATURN 
London 2ow Contract at Stake 

As Prize for Victor 
N. Y. Sept, 4,— UP— Scientific circles 
stirred with interest today as the supremacy 
of Gerry "Catch-'<m-Aiive" Catlyte in the 
role of interplanetary trapper- — the rigorous 
profession of capturing monstrous lite-forms 
on our neighboring planets and returning 
with them alive for exhibition in Earthly 
zoos; — was challenged by Prof. Erasmus 
Kurtt. 

Miss Carlyle's contract with the London 
Interplanetary Zoo comes up for renewal 
soon. Prof, 'kurtt suggested that so impor- 
tant a position should be given only to the 
one most fitted to hold it, 

intimating that he considered himself the 
better "man," Kurtt proposed a race with the 
rich L.l.Z, contract as the prize. 

The contest would be decided on the basis 
of a journey to any designated planet, the 
capture of any designated monster thereon, 
and safe return to Earth under the racer's 
own power. First home with the creature 
alive and well would be declared the winner. 

Prot. Kurtt suggested that the planet Sa- 
turn would afford sufficient difficulties to test 
the- mettle ot the contestants. 

Speculation was rife, . , , 

The news item was switched off 
sharply, coincident with a sound aus- 
piciously like a feminine snort. Claude 
Weatherby. public relations director 
'"or the London Interplanetary Zoo, 
mapped his brow furtively. He felt that 
lie would rather contend with the tan- 
trums of any of the world's greatest 
collection of planetary monstrosities 
than with Gerry Carlyia's famous tem- 
perament. 

CHERRY v.;ti- in an uncompromising 
I mood It was apparent in the set 

of her shoulders, the swing of her arms 
uh she paced the office floor. Undoubt- 
edly one of the most famous women in 
the world, she was also among its most 
beautiful. But hers was the beauty, not 
of the aloof Grecian goddess, but of the 
jungle tigress. Underneath it* alluring 
curves, her body was tough, resilient, 
inured to hardship and battle. She could 
Ue softly feroinitift on occasion. * Bat 


also, like the jungle cat, she could be 
dangerous. 

Starting her career as a girl still in 
her teens, Gerry Carlyle had fought her 
way to the top of the most exacting of 
all professions, Success was not won 
by resort to feminine stratagem, nor by 
use of her amazing beauty. (Jetty 
scorned such wiles. In a man's world, 
she competed with men on their own 
terms. Her success was due to hard 
work, brains, courage, and the over- 
whelming effect of her forceful person- 
ality, 

"Captured by Gerry Carlyle," the 
well known legend on so many of the 
tanks and glass cages at the London 
Zoo, was a symbol of what may be 
achieved by grit and enterprise in a 
democratic world. 

Visibly drawing upon his nerve, 
Weatherby tentatively resumed an ar- 
gument, 

"After all, my dear, it's only a pub- 
licity stunt. We appreciate that you 
are the outstanding personage in the 
business. Please be assured of that, 
We would never have consented to the 
race if we hadn't had absolute faith in 
your ability to defeat this fellow Kurtt." 

"I understand all that," Gerry said 
coldly. 

"Perhaps we should have consulted 
you before barging ahead with plans 
for a jolly sendroff ceremony with you 
and Kurtt. But, really, we were con- 
fident that your- famous sportsman- 
ship—" 

"Spare me the crude flattery, Claude. 

You haven't told' me all the circum- 
stances surrounding this silly challenge. 

1 Ike honesty. I make a point of being 
straightforward. Why don't you?" 

Weatherby crimsoned, and began to 
splutter. Gerry stopped him short with 

an imperiously unpraised hand. 

"Here are the facts. The planetary 
hunters, of mbom I am one, can be 
counted on your fingers. Another two 
or three, Claude, and you'd have to take 
off your shoes to count them. We form 
probably the most exclusive little co- 
terie anywhere in 'the Solar System. 
The chance of anyone's possessing all 
the qualifications to become a success- 
ful trapper of monsters is literally one 
in millions. • . ' 
: "Now- this fellow Kurtt— he's no 
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more a professor than you are- -is de- 
finitely not one ot us. He's a small- 
time, penny ante hanger-on, chiseling 
a few dollars by talking some sucktr 
into financing him lor short tripjs. There 
arc two unexplained things. In the 
first place, none of the genuine hunters 
would huv<*. the appalling lack of ethics 
to try snaffling a fellow-member 6 job. 
It just isn't done, 

'A man like Kurtt wouldn't dare sug- 
gest such a thing. He hasn't the— er — 
courage. Unless, of course, someone 
important egged him on. And second- 
ly, where on Earth would a phony like 


WmjEATHEEBY an J i he s m: 

wW glanced at an easy chair in iht, 
corner, Barely visible were a pair of 
muscular , booted legs draped over thf 
chair arm, and a cloud of pipe smok'*:. 
When ir dissipated, the raggedly good- 
looking face of Captain Tommy Strike 
Gerry's (iance, grinned sourly at them. 

"Look. Claude," he explained. "What 
Gerry is asking, in Iter quaint way, is 
who's bacKmg Kurt: 

Weatherby hemmed and hawed, his 
British tact quite unequal to the task. 

"Fact is— uh — we — ah — didn't icalize 
ourselves who was behind Kurtt till 




GERRY CARLYLE 


Kurtt get the financing? This is big 
business, Claude, as you well know. 
The returns of a successful trip of mine 
may run close to a million dollars a 
year for the L.I.Z. But it also costs 
hundreds ot thousands to carry out an 
expedition. 

"As for the race — against fiallek or 
Moore or one of the others it would be 
Sun. But to associate with a man of 
Kurtt's unsavory reputation Is harmful 
> o me and the Zoo, The whole thing — 
*r— " 

"It certainly doesn't smell good," in- 
terpolated a third voice. 


after we'd agreed on the — uh— bally 
publicity stunt. The man behind—" 

His voice petered out entirely. Gerry 
Carlyle gazed with rising consternation 
at Weatherby. 

"Claude!*" she cried, "You don't 
mean to say — It can't possibly be that 
horror from Hollywood on the Moon. 
Not Von Zorn again!" 

"Well—" Weatherby made a de- 
feated gesture and hunched his shoul- 
ders lite a man about to be over- 
whelmed by a storm, 

Gerry groaned in mortal anguish. Of 
all people in the system to be in her 
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r:ur Von Zorn, czai of the mo- 

tion picture business, was positively the 
least welcome. The feud between these 
two for the past lew years had raged 
from Mercury to Jupiter, with skir- 
mishes on the Moon, Venus, Almus- 
sen's Comet, and various wayside 
battlegrounds. It had convulsed the 
System with delight. 

With Gerry, it was the matter of an 
ideal. She took it as a personal insult 
when Von Zom's clever young techni- 
cians synthesized, for motion picture 
consumption, robot-controlled planeta- 
ry monsters instead of using the real 
thing. She always loved to unload a 
roaring cargo of the genuine article just 
in time to show up the menace in Nine 
Planets Pictures' latest action epk as 
the wire and papier mache creations 
they really were. 

With Von Zorn, it was a matter of 
box office. There was no percentage 
in making high-budget films when Ger- 
ry was constantly turning them into 
low-gross productions by her genuine 
attractions at the L.I.Z. 

By vigorously pacing across the room 
and back, Gerry tried to reduce her 
head of steam, 

"So!" she finally burst out, and the 
syllable was like the bursting of an 
atomic bomb. "Old monkey-face hasn't 
had enough, eh? Still whetting Ms 
knife in case I turn my back. Thinks 
he'll run me out of business. Put one 
of his stooges in my place so he can dic- 
tate to the Zoo the way he dictates to 
those poor, deluded devils at Holly- 
wood on the Moon !** 

Weatherby and Strike sprang to their 
feet, ready to duck or run, as the emer- 
gency aiight indicate. 

-Well,** Gerry continued in a voice 
that can only be described as a cultured 
feminine snarL "all right, . I accept the 
challenge I And I can promise Kurtt 
and that - sly simian, Von . Zorn, a 
trouncing that they'll never forget !" , 

She strode to the visi-phone, snapped 
the lever. The eyes of the switchboard 
girl in the outer office stared frighten- 
edly from the screen. Obviously she 
had been listening in through the inter- 
office communicator. Just as obviously, 
she held her employer in awe. 

'Get roe Barrows !" commanded Ger- 
ry peremptorily. "Get me Kranz. Rout 


out that whole slovenly, craven crew of 
mine. Tel J 'em we've got things to do 
and places to go. if they could possibly 
spare a little time from their carous- 
ing." 

CERRY paused to smile a little. No 
one knew better than she that, her 
crew was neither slovenly nor cowatJ 
ly. They were picked men, culled from 
the thousands of hopeful adventurers 
from everywhere who constantly be- 
sieged her in their desire to join. They 
were intelligent, highly trained, vigor- 
ous, and incredibly loyal to their be 
loved leader. Several in the past had 
given their lives for her. 

Though they sometimes played a 
game of grumbling about Gerry "s iron- 
handed rule, they fiercely resented any 
outsider's intimation that her leader- 
ship was anything short of perfect 
They lived dangerously, and severe dis- 
cipline was the price of survival. They 
were envied by red-blooded men every- 
where, and they were proud of it. 

Gerry tossed her head confidently 
and smiled. 

"I think Mister Kurtt won't find any 
such team as mine to go to bat for him. 
As for you, Claude" — she gazed at him 
as she, might regard some remarkable 
but slightly distasteful swamp-thing 
from Venus — "you may run along now. 
Whip up your excitement and publicity 
fanfares. Make ready for the colossal 
ceremony, the great race. 

"You've inviegled me into this non- 
sense, and I'm agreeing only because 
it's a chance to hoist Von Zorn on Ms 
own petard. . But it 'tsust be done on 
the grand scale, Claude. I want noth- 
ing petty." 

Gerry walked to the passage that led 
to her private suite and exited with a 
faintly grandiose air. When angry, she 
had a tendency to dramatize her anger. 
Weatherby shut his gaping mouth. He 
seized his hat with the attitude of a 
man who has just been reprieved from 
the gas chamber. 

"Vknow," he said bewilderedly to 
Strike, "she's quite a changeable wom- 
an. Sometimes I think she's a bit diffi- 
cult to fathom." 

Tommy smiled ■ as he held the outer 
door for Weatherby. It was the under- 
standing smile of one who ha* just lis* 
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TOMMY STRIKE 


tened to a masterpiece of understate- 

"Quite," he agreed, "Rah-ther!" 


CHAPTER 11 

Gelutvav Day 


THE start of the Kurtt-Cariyle race 
was spectacular enough to satisfy 
the wildest dreams of any publicity 
man. Staged at the Long Island space- 
port,' it was carried out 'in the most hal- 
lowed traditions of such events. 

The newscasters were there with 
■ their three-dimensional color cameras, 
picking up 'the ceremony for millions 
of listeners. Thousands of, eager, spec- 
tators thronged the many galleries of 
the port. To 'them, Gerry Carlyle was 
the epitome of all the heroines 'of his- 
tory, adored for her beauty, her cour- 
age, her amazing exploits. 

Weatberby, through the "papers," 
had given the affair a tremendous build- 
up. Notables, as advertised, . spoke 
... briefly. : Among^ the foremost was Jan 
BalMs, the genial Dutch hunter whose 
fame was second only to Gerry's. He 


expressed the attitude A all the rec&g- 
- sized men of the craft. Oticmatiously 
he wished Gerry the i.-c-st of ImCa and 
was politely distant -tow at d Proi-?ss»or 
Kurtt. 

The mayor of Greater New York, 
currently a presidential candidate, 
dwelt at length upon Gerry's coinage 
and far-sightedness, Somehow he tied 
them up with the political pstty he 
represented, > 

The Governor of Idaho, the mayor's 
campaign manager, professed to see in 
Gerry's expeditionary force a perfect 
harmony between Capital and Labor. If 
Ms party was returned to power at the 
polls in November, be promised to 
bring about that ideal condition in the 
country. 

Gerry and Tommy Strike viewed 
all ' this ' uproar somewhat cynically 

through the telecast set in the Ark it- 
self. They were dog-tired, For one 
• solid week," almost without rest, they 
had - rushed through the tremendous 
task' of outfitting the ship for an ex- 
tended journey. 

The mighty centrifuges were com- 
pletely checked by. .expert mechanics, 
to be certain there would be no faihtie 
'of motive power in mid-space, An *nd- 
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su ceim ut supplies- -food, medi- 
cine*, clothing, water, leading matter 
for die crew's off-duty hours— poured 
id through, the open ports. Weapons 
of all kinds were stowed away in the 
;u steal. Space suits and all emergency 
proem bad to be examined, be ten 
instruments wete taker; aooanl. 
A course was. charted b> Lewis, Chin 
Astronaut, double-ehecked by Gerry 
herself. She and Tommy had to call 
on their last dregs of energy to push 
through theu program to completion 
in time. 

Now Tommy was. slumping ex- 
haustedly 111 an easy chair and puffing 
the ancient pipe with which he bad 
saved Gerry's life on Venus. That was 
the memorable occasion when she had 
determined to obtain the unobtainable 
murri. For sentimental reasons, he re- 
fused to throw it away. Like all organic 
matter when over-ripe, it smelled evilly. 

"Tt seems to me." he grunted wearily, 
"that this feliow Km u is pretty 
thoroughly hated for a guy who isn't 
doing much harm. Why not give him 
the benefit of the doubt ?" 

Gerry sniffed in disdain. 

"Come to the starboard port and look 
at his ship." 

The Kurtt vessel .lay in a starting 
cradle on the far side of the Held, apart 
from the mob milling around the tele- 
cast ceremony. It was two-thirds the 
size of the Ark. plainly a refitted old- 
style rocket ship. One section, instead 
of being metal, was composed of glass 
to permit a spectator to see into' the 
ship. The glass had a greenish tint, in- 
dicating a high iron content— the 
strongest type or glass to resist high 
pressures. 

fff£EE that?" Gerry demanded. 

*3 -This Kurtt fake has made 
two or three short trips to the Moon, or 
maybe Mars. On the strength of that, 

he loads his ship with a conglomera- 
tion of sickly beasts from some brok- 
en-down zoo. Then he goes hedge- 
hopping about the country, making 
one-night stands, collecting nickels and 
dimes from the yokels. He's just like 
an old-time medicine showman, lie 
tries to sell copies, of his un grammatical 
book, which is a dreary account of what 
he thinks were dramatic incidents in 


hi-* miserable existence." 

Tommy grinned. ''1 still think it 
must be that feminine intuition of yours 
working overtime, I gather you just 
don't like the guy/' 

"lie's an out-and-out fake. Are you 
defending him?" 

Strike dodged the tiap. 

"Hot roe. It you and everybody 
think he's * phony, that's good enough 
for rue. What worries me is that you're 
liable to underestimate him. After all, 
be has plenty of money behind him 
now. S«e those rocket tubes? TheyVe 
lined with the latest super-resistant 
materials. Which means our friend 
must have completely, new atomic en- 
gines, using Uranium Two-thirty-ftve 
That costs. Ani besides, he's prettv 
.confident, else he'd never have picked 
Saturn to race to." 

"The best rocket ship in the system 
can't match the Ark for speed. I'll 
bet we could cut his flying time in half 
if we had to." 

Gerry knew her ship and the almost 
unlimited power of centrifugal force it 
utilized. She had no fears for its superi- 

were interrupted by a messen- 
ger who came running in excitedly. 
The climax of the grand shivaree out- 
side had arrived. The presence of Gerry 
Carlyle was expected. She sighed, made 
swift magic with a lipstick, smoothed 
her shining hair, glanced with poorly 
concealed satisfaction in a mirror. 
Then, with a provocative wink at 
Strike, she hurried before him to the 
main port. 

When Gerry Carlyle and Tommy 
Strike made their appearance, the 
cheering was tremendous and ' pro- 
longed. Candid camera fiends clicked 
their shutters and fought for unusual 
angles. Autograph hunters battled one 
another grimly for "Catch -'em- Alive" 
Cartyle's signature. The inevitable 
college youth tried to handcuff himself 
to Gerry's wrist in a futile effort to 
achieve ' fame. For Gerry Carlyle's 
name was synonymous with glamor — 
more than the most highly paid star 
who ever acted for Nine Planets Pic- 
tures. 

In a swift blitzkrieg, the pair smil- 
ingly thrust their way through to the 
battery of microphones. And there, 
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for the first time. Strike met Professor 
Erasmus Kurtt.' It' was a -shock.' 

Strike's innate: sense of fair play had 
him prepared to lean over backward to 
do the fellow justice. . He had already 
felt sorry for him in view of his uni- 
versal unpopularity. But Kurtt was a 
creature not even a mother could love. 

Ha was tall and rather lean, yet had 
a remarkably rounded little paunch. 
He looked as if he had just swallowed 
a whole melon. His hair was thinning 
on top, and . his scalp was greasy from 
too much of some tonic. As he talked, 
his single gold tooth gleamed rhythmi- 
cally in the Sun, He constantly hunched 
himself in an ingratiating gesture, 
while regaling bored reporters with his 
life story. Obviously he was excited 
with being in the . spotlight. In short, 
he was the sort of character people al- 
ways avoid for no particular reason, 
except complete disinterest. 

"See what I mean ?* whispered Garry, 
as she advanced with a dazzling smile 
toward the mayor. 

; Strike nodded. He saw all right. 
Never in his life had he met anyone so 
thoroughly unlikable. Easy-going 
though he was, he felt he could really 
dislike Kurtt with no effort at all. 

TOMMY managed to efface himself 
in the front line of the crowd. This 
was Gerry's show. He had no desire to 
intrude or make speeches or shake 
hands with anyone. He watched with 
impersonal detachment as the two con- 
testants were introduced for the benefit 
of the color cameras and televisors. 

Gerry, in the name of sportsmanship, 
had to shake Kurtt's clammy, fishlike 
paw. She ' listened patiently while 
Kurtt's. oily, pompous platitudes rolled 
off his tongue. He called her "charm- 
ing little lady" and "my dear" and 
made patronizing reference to her 
achievements "in spite of the handicap 
of her sex.**- ' Long after that, he con- 
cluded with the pious hope that the 
best man might win. 

Strike watched uneasily as the un- 
mistakable signs of rising temper made 
themselves manifest in Gerry's de- 
meanor. He shrank instinctively be- 
fore the expected storm. He did not 
shrink without cause. In . the lull fol- 
lowing perfunctory applause .after'. 


Kurtt's speech, Gerry's clear voice rang 
out. ' 

"Where's Von Zona?" 

Kurtt smiled a pathetic imitation of 
a smile. . 
' "Er — I beg your pardon?" 

"Don't evade me, Professor." She 
turned directly to the microphones 
"Ladies and gentlemen, you are doubt- 
less wondering who is really respon- 
sible for this race. There is only one- 
man I know in the entire Solar System 
who has the shockingly bad taste to 
try to take my job. Von Zorn. cue 
motion picture person, is backing the 
professor, hoping to run me out of busi- 
ness. Von Zorn isn't here because he 
doesn't have that kind of nerve. Or 
perhaps he realizes that lie has over- 
matched himself again. Or — " 

The horrified announcer quickly 
pushed himself into the scene that was 
being telecast to millions of delighted 
listeners. Making smooth small talk, 
he deftly edged Gerry out of focus and 
sound before her tirade came to an 
end. 

Strike shook Ms head. The combina- 
tion of Gerry's long-standing feud with 
Von Zorn and Kurtt's unethical be- 
havior had been too much. In spite 
of rigorous schooling, her famous tem- 
per still sometimes got out of hand. 
But now, of all times I Naturally every- 
one was rooting for her. Suppose 
though, after this scene which clearly 
indicated her contempt for her oppon- 
ent, something should go wrong. What 
if Kurtt won? The humiliation, for a 
proud girl like Gerry, would be un- 
bearable. Yes, the Car! vie neck was 
definitely stuck out this time. 

Strike began to have a nagging little 
premonition. More closely than ever, 
he watched the ceremony. Gerry, as 
had been agreed upon beforehand, was 
to make public her selection of the 
monster whose capture was necessary 
for victory. She named the dermaphos 
of Saturn, so-called because, according 
to Murray — the great pioneer explorer 
whose books were standard texts in 
every college — the dermaphos' hide 
glowed with a taint phosphorescence. 
■ Kurtt, much to Strike's increasing 
uneasiness, was not in least taken 
aback. Not much was known about 
tie dermaphos, except from the writ- 
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tr,^ of Mm; ay and on*- or two otter 
e s :plvi era, They described it as a rela- 
tives' large creature and rather rare. 
Confident in the ability of her own crew 
>,>i surmount any and ' all obstacles, 
Gerry had purposely chosen a "least 
i'hat would be difficult to capture. But 
Kurtt was nodding and smiling, per- 
fectly agreeable. It was a "curious 
phenomenon, and it gave Strike con- 
siderable to think about. 

At last the ceremony came to an end. 
Police firmly bo ded the crowd off the 
tarmac, leaving it clear for the two 
take-offs. Strike, awaiting his fiancee 
at the main port of the Ark, was too' 
disturbed even to call her down for 
losing her temper at the microphone. 
Instead, he asked: 

"Has it real! y occurred to you, kitten, 
just what's at stake in this silly race? 
You've deliberately selected a limb, 
sawed it half -through,, and climbed out 
on it. If it breaks, after your interest- 
ing but impolite and boastful remarks, 
we're washed up. Completely. And 
Kurtt isn't acting like a man who's con- 
vinced he can't win." .. 

Gerry smiled with complete aplomb. 

"Masculine intuition, my love?" she 
taunted, ' T r.now I acted like a cat 
just now, but I 8 imply couldn't help it. 
Anyhow, I'll be a good girl and attend 
to business from now on. So you 
needn't worry about who's going to 
win this race. That, my brave wor- 
rier, is in the bag." 

"I wonder," said. Strike thoughtfully, 
as the rocket tubes of Kurtt's ship be- 
gan to rumble mightily. 


CHAPTER III 

HrU Holt 


THE Inferno, as described by Dante, 
is an unpleasant place.. But for 
sheer ugliness, inhoapitality and dan- 
ger, it tails to approach the planet Sat- 
urn. Twenty-one days in that dreary 
be! convinced Tommy Strike of Sat- 
u.n's absolute Mdeonsness. 

There was one favorable aspect. The 
surface gravity of Saturn was not- much 
different from that of Earth. All other 
aspects concerning .that malodorous 


world afforded nothing but discomfort 
and peril to human beings. Of this 
• Strike was pea&hra as he ga«ed over 
the Meak landscape. 

The surface of Saturn was rugged. 
Tremendous mountain ranges reared 
massively into the murky atuwsphere, 
colossal on a scale that would dwarf 
anything known on Earth. Most of 
their surfaces were frozen solid. That 
was cot so much because of tempera- 
, tore— for internal heat made Saturn 
'sufficiently warm to support lif© — but 
because of the great pressures created 
by Saturn's thousands of miles of at- 
mosphere. This was proved by the oc- 
casional outcroppings of blue-gray 
"rock," which were solidified ajpmottia. 

Clumping steps along the corridor of 
the Ark drew Strike's ■ attention. It 
was Gerry, dressed in the special suit 
designed for use under such abnormal 
pressures. As an extra precaution, hel- 
ium was used instead of nitrogen to 
prevent any possibility of the "bends." 

"More observations?" inquired Tom- 
my despairingly. 

She smiled with gentle understand- 
ing. 

"Yes, a few more. But our three 
weeks' work is showing splendid re- 
sults. It won't be long now. I know 
it's boring, but you realize as well as 
I that we're up against a completely and 
unclassified unknown form of life. 
Most people, of course, think our job's 
. dene when we bag a specimen and get 
him into the ship. As a matter of fact, 
the hard part is yet to come. Catching 
'em alive is much easier than keeping 
'em alive and well." ^ 

"1 know, 1 know." Strike knew the 
entire lecture by heart. "We must ex- 
actly, duplicate in the hold of the Ark 
every feature of the animal's environ- 
ment. As far as possible, we must learn 
of what he's composed, his habits, what 
he eats and drinks *and breathes, and 
how much. Transporting a creature 
through millions of miles of free space 
into an alien environment is not a job 
for an amateur." 

Gerry applauded clumsily with her 
bulky gauntlets. . , 

"Bravo! Sometimes I really think 
you're learning something about this 
business. Coming along, my hero?" 

Strike made a wry face, but obedient- 
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ly turned to the empty suit standing 
within the air-lock, A moment later, 
properly dressed, he stepped with 
Gerry to the hard-packed soil of Sat- 
urn's lowlands. The hour was mid-day, 
though full daylight was only a weak 
solution of night. 

Gerry squinted a weather-eye at the 
heavens, observed the turgidly boiling 
fragments of .cloud ■ masses whipping 
past. The daily windstorm, which came 
regularly enough to set a clock by, was 
about over. Now its tag ends were con- 
fined to the upper reaches. Common to 
all the larger planets, Saturn suffered 
tremendous gales of . ammonia • and 
methane that raged - above the main 
body of hydrogen-helium atmosphere. 

THE Ark was resting in the bottom 
of a moderate-sized valley. This 
landing place had been chosen partly 
because it afforded shelter against the 
elements, but mostly because of a re- 
markable feature of . Saturn's atmos- 
phere. 

There were still traces of oxygen on 
the planet. Being heavier than the 
other gases on the planet, the oxygen 
had gathered in "pools" in the low 
spots. Since animal life was dependent 
upon oxygen even on that miserable 
planet, the result was that small "is- 
lands" of life were distributed over 
Saturn existing only where sufficient 
oxygen remained. Naturally that 
helped Gerry's search considerably. 
The Ark simply hopped from valley to 
valley till they found a spot with one or 
more specimens of the dermaphos they 
were seeking. 

After finding a colony, all their ef- 
forts had been devoted to the most 
thorough analysis of the animal's en- 
vironment, to reproduce it perfectly 
within the space ship. 

As Gerry and Strike walked ponder- 
ously along a familiar path, they en- 
countered other members of the crew 
already at work. One party was busily 
engaged in digging vast amounts of 
Saturnian vegetation for transplanting 
inside the ship. This was to feed the 
dermaphos. 

The plants were invariably low- 
r - 1 owing vegetables, clinging close to 
the ground to prevent being uprooted 
by the terrible winds. The leaves were 


thick, spatal.'.tf . like sonvr of E-i«th\ 
ornanie.ua 1 cacti, and dark in color. 
Others were shaped like sightly 
bunched artichokes, some like largt-, 
flat mushrooms. One type, the favor- 
ite of the dermaphos, looked like a bel- 
ligerent cabbage. 

As the two walked aloii|, ov visional 
gusts of wind rattled a miniat <!>•*- had u* 
armored insect life against then metal- 
lic suits. Once a blundering birdlik* 
. thing flapped heavily by. shrieking 
mournfully, "Meeee ! Meeec !" It was 
the Screaming Meemie. 

Farther' on, Gerry paused toelore a 
small, dense bush somewiutt resem- 
bling the 'camaiiba palm tree, from 
which Brazilian natives get ofl'ee (rem 
the seeds, and cream ir«ii the i>ap. 

The Saturnian' plan* went the earn- 
auba one better, however. lis leaves 
made a tasty salad when mixed with its 
fruit, and a delicious drink could ht: dis- 
tilled from its sap. To top it off , a fra- 
grant spice could be shaken iiom its 
pinkish blossoms. Hence its, name-- 
the Blue Plate Special plant Gerry 
. stripped the bush eagerly, dropping her 
prizes into a specimen bag. 
. Once Strike pointed out a splatter of 
sticky stuff clinging to a st.->nc Rising 
from thia, clear out of sight into the 
low-flying scud, rose a thin, silvery 
strand. 

"Kite," remarked Strike over the tiny 
portable tw<5-way radio in his space 
suit. 

Gerry nodded. The Saturnian kite 
was an eight-legged creature with folds 
of membrane between its hrnbs,. much 
in the fashion of the Terrestrial flying 
squirrel. It also spun a filament like a 
spider's web, though its thread was in- 
finitely more powerful. Th<r kite's web 
was actually thinner than piano wire, 
yet its tensile strength was almost 
twice the wire's. 

The kite was insectivoro During 
each of the periodical winds, it allowed 
itself to be swooped into the air. main • 
taining contact with the ground by 
spinning its lengthy filament. One end 
of the thread was firmly attached to a 
rock by some organic adhesive manu- 
factured within its glands. In the teeth 
of a gale, it spread itself wide imitating 
a parachute net, to trap the millions of 
. insects being dashed about by the wind. 
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At any tune, the kite could descend, by 
"reeling in" on the practically inde- 
structible strand, 

•fW'M glad v.-e managed to catch a 
M couple of those things," Gerry 
remarked. "I have an idea we might 
make a fortune from them." 

"No kidding! How? Sell 'em to 
little boys every March, instead of us- 
ing paper and string for their kites?" 

"No, silly. Get a couple of those 
creatures to spin a few miles of that 
amazing filament, and you could weave 
a coat or any other garment that would 
never wear out. just think what the 
cotton and wool and silk tycoons would 
pay us to keep that off the market !" 

Strike disdained to reply. In a few 
moments, they entered the area where 
they had located their dermaphos. The 
animal was apparently a rather rare 
specimen, yet once it had been located, 
it remained pretty well staked out. 
That was because it was an extremely, 
sluggish creature, moving only short 
distances at any time. 

Without much searching, the two 
hunters relocated their monster. Strike 
stood staring at it wryly. 

"Not much of a beastie, is he?" 

The dermaphos certainly was some- 
what of a disappointment, being abso- 
lutely unmelodramatic in appearance. 
There was nothing exciting about it, 
like the Venusian whip, or the cacug 
of Satellite Five of Jupiter. Nor was 
there anything attractive about it, like 
the famous energy eaters of Mercury. 

It appeared to b* merely a ten-foot, 
crested lizard with a thick, warty hide. 

There were peculiarities, of course. 
Its six feet had only two toes apiece, 
indicating that evolution on Saturn had 
taken cognizance of the futility of 
scratching at that dense, rocky soil, 
More strangely, despite the pictures in 
Murray's tests which showed rows of 
phosphorescent, lights like those that 
decorate deep-sea fishes, this derma- 
phos did not glow. For the most part, 
though, it was an ordinary creature, 
considering what important matters 
hinged upon its capture. 

"Well, what's on the program today, 
kitten?" Strike wanted to know. 

"A pound of flesh. Dr. Kelly is play- 
ing the role of SHyfock, and would like 


a sample ul uui triend here for analysis. 
He's been working on the puzzle of 
why the dermaphos doesn't phos. So 
he's been taking pictures and all sorts 
of tests." 

■ Strike considered. The dermaphos* 
hide was much too thick for any sort of 
injection of local anesthetics, though it 
could be gassed into temporary uncon- 
sciousness. But that would be the 
means to be used for the actual capture, 
and Gerry disliked to give her prospec- 
tive victims any advance hint of what 
' was in store for them. Some of the 
planetary life-forms were amazingly 
adaptable. After one shot of anesthetic, 
they could develop immunity to it. 

"Big reptiles are always sluggish," 
said Tommy jauntily. "I'll bet I can 
whack off a piece before he even rea- 
lizes what's happened.'* 

He selected a hand-ax from the row 
of hooks round the outside of his suit, 
which had more equipment than a Boy 
Scout kit. Confidently he stepped 
around behind the dermaphos as it 
browsed sleepily on the leathery 
foliage. Seizing the tip of the mon- 
ster's tail, he smashed the ax down. 
Instantly he was flung off-balance by a 
ton of enraged flesh. He fell heavily, 
and the world spun with incredible 
speed. 

W|7HEN his eyes focused properly 
WW again, Strike found himself star- 
ing into the gaping jaws of the derma- 
phos. In his ears, the angry and fright- 
ened scream of his fiancee was ringing. 

"Tommy f Tommy 1 Are you hurt? 
Don't move. I'm coming F* 

Strike grinned shakily. 

"Relax. ' Everything's under control, 
I think. He can't hurt me in this suit. 
Just get around behind him and warm 
his stern with a heat beam. And listen, 
Gerry, remember- your credo — no un- 
necessary heroics. Stay well out of 
danger." 

A faint sobbing breath in Strike's ear- 
phones was the only audible indication 
that the girl was anything but under 
iron-nerved control. For a minute there 
was an armed truce, while the derm- 
aphos tried to make a decision. Strike 
remained motionless. Ax in one hand 
and tail fragment in the other, he stared 
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unblinkingly into the unquestionably 
iethal mouth of the ugly Satunnan 
monster. 

Since he was involuntarily in a posi- 
tion to do so, he made observations. 
The beast had sharp teeth in front as 
well as grinders in the rear. That 
showed that he was probably omnivor- 
ous, though none of the hunting party 
had seen him eat anything but vegeta- 
tion. Besides, at least tour of the tangs 
appeared to be - backed by glands of 
some sort. The acid secretion drolled 
slowly onto the breast of Strike's pres- 
sure suit, and it .was' so powerful that 
'the .metal became pitted. 

Beyond the range of Strike's vision., 
Gerry went into action. The dermapho* 
squealed suddenly with rage and 
Sipped its. mighty bulk around to face 
a new tormentor. 

Strike rolled wildly aside to avoid the 
thrashing monster. Even in" that con- 
fused instant of activity,, he got a 
glimpse of the raw spot on the derm- 
aphos' tail where he had hacked off 
the living .flesh. It was . still smoking 
from Gerry's well aimed heat ray blast, 
and Strike found time for swift sym- 
pathy. That must have stung the un- 
happy creature badly. 

Then the brief drama was finished. 
Strike clambered to his feet and moved 
to safety on the far side of the clearing, 
while Gerry calmly lured away the 
slow-moving dermaphos. 

Presently the two hunters joined 


forces again. Strike bowed clumsily 
and offered the bit of flesh from tlie 
animal. 

''Compliments of the management ** 
he said with an affected accent, "f -r 
mademoiselle." 

The two looked deeply into each 
other's eyes, and unspoken volumes 
passed between them. They were a 
modern couple, those two, wont to 
spend more time kidding and rough- 
housing than in tender words. But they 
were also in love. Physical dangts 
to either, though pretty much to be ex- 
pected in their profession, was ah/rays 
narrowing to the other. 

"It's time* Ike these/* Gerry said 
slowly, "when I think of chucking the 
whole thing." 

"And settle down in a little gray 
penthouse in the west?" 

They grinned at each other. Gerry 
could never of her own volition quit 
the rigorous, exciting game in which 
she was an acknowledged leader. It 
was m her blood like an incurable di- 
sease. She was the kind to die with her 
boots on, probably or: some distant 
world where human feet had never trod 
before. Life, .for her, consisted of 
boldly tackling murderous life-forms 
for the benefit of the millions of spec- 
tators who yearly thronged the London 
Interplanetary Zoo. 

- There was no other, and they both 
knew it. 

I Turn page} 
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CHAPTER IV 
Disaster! 

SHRUGGING off the momentary re- 
action, S.rike and Gerry made 
their way slowly l*ack to the Ark. Dr. 
Kelly, a red-headed Irish biologist with 
a Harvard accent, met them as they 
stepped ittb"Kk" the ,;ir-lock. Excited, he 
seized the piece oi she dermaphos. With 
a briei apology, he rushed off to his 
little laboratory, trailing a mutter of 
inaudible 1 comments, Gerry looked after 
the scientist in wonder. 

"Seems to be in a terrible rush," she 
observed. 

Sue learned the reason shortly. Turn- 
ing toward the control room, she and 
SHke came acros-i Lieutenant Bar- 
i c#i, whose young face was frowning 
hi pure, concentrated worry. He gasped 
,vith relief when his superiors arrived. 

-Oh. Miss Carlyle!" he. blurted. 
"Something unexpected has turned up. 
Vii-isssot Kurtt visited us today I" 

* Murtt, here ? That's impossible ! 
datum's 1 .h;rty-two thousand miles in 
wiuiieter, lie couldn't just drop In on 
e<s Hkt a bill collector!" 

Once Again Strike felt that familiar 
fjklde of apprehension whenever he 
thought or heard of Kurtt. The fake 
professor looked like a harmless bore to 
the naked eye, but close inspection re- 
versed his deadly qualities. Tommy 
had learned never to underestimate an 
opponent, and he recognized the man's 
<,o\>l. quiet shrewdness. And this latest 
toe'e made him feel more uneasy than 
evi ;- 

"1 dare «.a>\" he pointed out. "that 
it was no great trick to find us. Saturn 
seems to be poor in any sizable metallic 
dc- !>•.:- iits;, so a good detector would re- 
cord the presence of the Ark promptly. 
No, that isn't what worries me. It's 
why he came." 

barrows said that practically half the 
crew were away from the ship, doing 
scheduled tasks. The remainder, the 
scientists, were in their labs. 

" When I stepped out of the control 
room " he continued, "I found Kurtt 
and i .'ur of his crew strolling along the 
mam corridor as if they owned the 


pj.u-; lit- apologized tor walking in. 

but said no one answered his hails. 
He tried to pump me about our pro- 
gress, but he got mighty little out of 
me," Barrows looked faintly com- 
p'accnt. 

' Is he gone now?" Gen v snapped. 
"Oh, yes. Miss — " 

"Crew know about Kurtt coming 
here?" 

"Those in the ship heard him talk- 
ing with me as I tried to maneuver him 

outside without a fuss. Dr. Kelly 
knows, and Dr. — " 

"Bid Kurtt let anything slip about 
what he's been doing since arriving on 
Saturn?" 

"Well, I thought he -wetted a little 
worried. 1 don't really believe he's 
located a dermaphos jet. Miss Car—" 

"Okay. We pulled a boner by not 
setting a guard. ■ Bui it's obvious that 
Kurtt came nosing around to see if we'd 
found a dermaphos yet, and, if so, to 
try stealing it ■ off right from under 
our noses." 

She took a 'deep breath* and began to 
give her orders to the now thoroughly 
alarmed Barrows, 

"Call in all the crew. Everyone. As 
soon as they get here, tell Kranz to take 
five men with him, and a full comple- 
ment of weapons and gravity plates. 
Have Kranz stake himself out by our 
dermaphos, but make no move till I 
contact him by radio. Just watch, and 
protect our property in case Kurtt 
should trv »o hijack it. On your toes, 
now. Snap to it!" 

HARDLY missing a beat in her ma- 
chine-gun filing of orders, Gerry 
whisked into the control room and 
switched on the inter-ship communi- 
cator. 

"You researchers, attention! Bring 
your reports to the control room at 

once. We're leaving shortly, if it's at 
al possible." 

Before actually catching any alien 
monster, Gerry always had her scien- 
tific staff learn every possible item 
concerning -the beast, Then the data 
was thoroughly gone over in a general 
meeting. If they agreed that enough 
was known to insure safe transport of 
their prize, the expedition was then 
brought to a swift close. 
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The- present conclave quickly came 
together in Gerry's pteitr.ee. Analyses 
of vegetation and general environment 
and other data were quickiy given, A 
few unexpected items were brought 
out. The first concerned the planet it- - 
self, . Apparently Saturn, locally at 
least, was quite rich in uranium. That 
fact would have been worth a fortune 
a few years ago. Since the discovery 
of vast uranium deposits on the Moon, 
however, uranium on as distant a planet 
as Saturn was interesting, but of no 
particular' value. 

More to the point was the 'fact that 
some of the plant life, particularly the 
cabbagelike favorite of the dermaphos, 
seemed to utilize uranium as Earthly 
plants utilize sulphur and other min- 
erals. Deposits of uranium salts had 
been found in the foliage. 

Most interesting of all was Dr. 
Kelly's report, baaed on a quick check 
of the sample of dermaphos flesh which 
Strike had brought in. 

"The fact that the beast didn't phos- 
phoresce had been worrying me," he 
explained. "It occurred to me that 
perhaps it was a fluorescence that 
showed up in Murray's pictures. Of 
course, the dermaphoe doesn't notice- 
ably fluoresce to the naked eye, either. 
But there are quite a few mineral salts 
which fluoresce under the impact of 
ultra-violet. I remembered that the 
electroscopes showed the presence of 
uranium, which reacts under ultra- 
violet rays. 

■ "Then I thought it was entirely pos- 
sible that Murray's photos were taken 
with UV flash bulbs or photo-floods. 
So I experimented with my own 
camera, and some UV lights. Sure 
enough, it's the uranium in the der- 
maphos itself that causes it to glow 
under ultra-violet! It eats uranium. 
Just why, no one could say without 
prolonged study of the animal, both 
alive and dissected. 

"Our bodies use many minerals, of 
course. My guess would be that ui ;m- 
!um salts act as a catalytic agent in the 
processes* of metabolism and diges- 
tion, .somewhat m some of our own 
nuetless gland secretions. Then, after 
'h^jr work is done, they are eliminated 
!t.; h.v»£*d through the skin. That's 
.* ; less, of : coarse""-** 


"Good work, Ttwa" Gerry cut if It 
cells me what i w.mt to know, W> , an 
make our capture mxmc hateiy. 1 v-^nt 
to. pail out oi hem et c^-:?, I-cmimc <nt 
rival has been prowiig aionnu ;\u '- 
might think it cuts: iu Im^c'*. »sm .-: -i- 
maphos. Barrows.' 

"Yes, Miss Carl) < >' 

"The hold is ful v t uwvc-»1 i ' 

"Two of them ai c ioplU*t.« <>« Sa'.orn 
to the last detail. I bavs put all ihe 
incidental specimen"* V.kt th. cites a.i-i 
the Screaming Mixnuef in one hold, 
according to your orders. The second 
hold is reserved for the d<°j'iiiaph€v., Ho 
rides alone, so ther e will mo chance of 
a free-for-all fight ruining our prize.** 

"S;-ar. us the lecture. Master Bat- 
rows.' Gary was acid, impatient 
"Radio K 3ii2, Tell him to mulct. t\c 
capttae. It th j i.l J '>« quite (simple. Use 
anesih-.O .;<\;, I < -ini/u, <A cornet. Tin 
rest ot you p-t L v.:c * - tjk-- i/V 

Quick!) v,i: v 'iicr.'I rc>o:n w.vt'Jii I. 
leaving only Gerry .uvi liuik<-. For 
perhaps fifteen mi>vuic>? 'hev svc«ikca 
silently, making re i>'\ iuv the dsp 
tare. Then Strike . "ten.Jn.; utst SL;: 
forward port, spied !ia>,:>/ rcuun'n& oit 
the double-quick with h:s r-cutad. Be- 
hind them, suspend?;! lr* ^rr-vuv imnO ^ 
adjusted to neutralize c.\?clly 0>o forte 
of gravity, the sleeping oonnani'.^s va- - 
hauled along. 

"Kranz is back," said Strike, "He 
has the prize." 

Gerry jumped, her r.-rves on edge. 

"Good," She sighed with relief. 
"That finishes us up here, A good joS> 
well done, and will I be ghtd to leave 
this place I - Jf ©thing left now but 9 
few comfortable v, rek.- in space, tb<* E i 
the victory celebration, i J iofci»-"di 
Kurrt, I'm happy f. sav, u stymied" 

Strike said nothing tf? hr.d a nag 
ging sense of havir-o, uva \o Acd mmc- 
thiuy, a leelm : aim,:. .>f ;'..*% 'lading. It 
Lad all Iwen i 00 ,-.'-.> *■> t n\ \¥*,*s it 
just a sort uf calm L I'm \.Uu ixx-y , 

It wdj, Wi t''L-> w.'i <jii!j a shoi'i 
distance t><-i :'.u 1:1, tUfiiitfr struck. 

A BANJiOM -tupr 
Iwk Tic ciiii lan;- l! rough loud- 
speakers »« r\ e;y corner th * mighty 
rock"r ci.^* 

"Abandon ship. fVp?* <? .<(>,•" t--"t 
ship." . . ■ 
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That cry had resounded through- 
out the Ark many times before, but 
in periodical life-boat drills, prac- 

> p for an emergency that no one 
.earned would ever really arise. The 
A: k, one of the greatest of space ships, 
had been built with every resource of 
modern science to make it impregnable 
against the assaults of space or unpre- 
dictable conditions on alien worlds. 
Could such a ship ever he destroved? 
It seemed impossible. 

The quiet, icy voice of Gerry Car- 
ry Ic, as calm as if she were ordering 
dinner,, came through the speakers in 
every compartment. 

"Abandon ship. Prepare to abandon 
ship." 

Throughout the length and breadth 
of the Ark there was orderly confu- 
sion. The mighty hull shivered sud- 
denly, racked by some terrible internal 
disturbance. It was the fifth explosion 
of rapidly increasing severity that had 
shaken her from stern to stem, 

The report from the engine room was 
incoherent. The huge centrifuges 
seemed to be crumbling, flying apart 
inexplicably. As each cluster of rot«rs 
broke away, it hurtled with frightful 
speed clean through the double walls of 
the ship. The control pane! was a 
jumble of wreckage, as if smashed by 
the blast of some cosmic shotgun, ft 
was only a miracle that there were no 
casualties yet, 

As oxygen rttehed out into the 
vacuum of space, automatic bulkheads 
began to rumble shut. Tortured metal 
screamed somewhere deep in the ship. 
Presently the aciid stench of ammonio 
filtered through the corridors. At least 
one of the animal holds with internal 
pressure equal to that of Saturn's at- 
mosphere, had blown outward, per- 
haps weakened by the rupturing of the 
adjacent engine room walls. 

There was no panic. Speedily the 
members of the crew gathered up those 
items of equipment that were desig- 
nated a? "vital" in ca-e of such erne* 
gency. Then, three to a car. they en- 
tered the miniature rocket ships within 
special locks in the sides of the A rk. 
A signal flashed on each control board, 
The pilots flashed back their readiness 
for the take-off. 

Abruptly the ship spouted rmns^rj 


and rockets like a surrealist Roman 
candle. 

IN the glassite bow of the Ark, 
Gerry Carlyle and Tommy Strike, 
true to ancient traditions, waited for 
their crew to get clear before they 
abandoned their ship. As each life- 
boat shot away, another light gleamed 
on a panel in the pilot room. 

Finally there were seven lights show- 
ing. All the life-boats but one were 
clear. Hovering at a safe distance from 
the Ark. they waited for further orders. 
Gerry took one final look about the 
room. It had been more of a home to 
her than any other place. Then Strike 
and Chief Astronaut Lewis hurried in, 
They had stowed away the charts and 
instruments. 

"All set, gentlemen?" Gerry asked 
coolly. 
"AH set." 

Both men carefully avoided any sen- 
timentality. They knew Gerry was as 
bitterly heart-broken as they were, and 
knew also that she would fiercely re- 
sent any suggestion of feminine weak- 
ness. It was one of the traits for which 
they admired her. 

The three of them stepped into the 
last life-boat. 

Strike sent the little rocket streaking 
away out of immediate danger. They 
took a backward glance, after they had 
withdrawn about a half-mile. The 
sf:rkk?n A rk was drifting helplessly. 

Slowly revolving, she -revealed a 
gaping hole in her stern. The tangled 
ruins of one of her centrifuges dangled 
from the gash like exposed intestines. 
Outlined against the bright hull was 
one of the Sattirnian kites. It had been 
cast forth when one of the holds near 
the engine room had given way,- Ac- 
customed to withstand Saturn's pres- 
sures, the kite had literally exploded 
into tatters. That was what would 
happen when all the specimens were ex- 
posed to empty space. 

Gerry shuddered. Quickly, though, 
she established short-wave communi- 
cation with the castaways and rallied 
them around like a cluster of silvery, 
flame-spurting metal fish. The first 
thing was to take stock of their situa- 
tion. 

On the credit side was tie fait that 


TROUBLE 

'hey had been less than twenty-four 
hoars away from Saturn, and still ac- 
celerating, when the accident struck 
them down. Saturn . loomed gigan- 
tic in the sky. Its eternal rainbow rings 
looked so near, it seemed almost as if 
one could reach out and break off a 
n:ece». 

Before Gerry could issue an order, 
an excited voice hammered through her 
loudspeak'er. 

. . "Miss Carlyle ! Captain Strike! A 
space ship is coming up under the 
stern of the Ark!" 


CHAPTER ¥ 
The Ktiqm'lte of Murder 


CURRY and Strike stared at each 
other in electric tension. Another 
ship ? Rescue? 

"This is incredible," said Gerry in 
an awed tone. "Why, the odds against 
another ,ship being in this part of the 
Solar System at this particular moment 
must be billions to one." Sudden mis- 
givings troubled her. "You don't pap- 
pose-— •** 

They ran into each other, striving 
to see out of the forward port. Gerry 
., toaned. 

'' "It's that Kurtt! He would show tip 
?t a time like this. I'd almost rather 
-ot be rescued than to have — " 

"This wouldn't be more than mere 
. incidence, would it?" Strike asked, 
voice low and tense. 
The radiophone signal buzzed. Gerry 
reluctantly snapped the switch. Com- 
I-* % through the televisor, Kurtt's but- 
:i iy voice fairly dripped sympathy. 

"A^e you there, Miss Carlyle? Dear, 
-car, what a shocking disaster ! I sin- 
, -.rely trust that no one has been in- 
i ;'-ed, What could possibly have been 
• re matter? Some structural weak- 
;o doubt." 
3u ike saw Gerry beginning to seethe. 
"'This is a time for diplomacy, kit- 
». 13." L« whispered. Facing the trans- 
I'l.-tj'. lie said : "Look, Kurtt. ■ We've 
, ■ eked up. Under these circum- 
•aHcei, of course, our little contest 
He put aside. If you'd be so good 

Strlk* unt 'bta.it «ft«r Wait 
' at tha chawi-.ri c,m « 


TITAN 
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to ease over this way and take us 
abo*td~" 

'A!J in good time, Mr. Strike,* 4 Kurtt 
replied soothingly. "All in good time. 1 * 

But his ship, instead of rescuing the 
castaways, moved alongside the Ark. 
It fastened itself to the riven hull Eke 
a leech. With a strangled exclama- 
tion, Gerry seized a pair of binoculars 
She could see right through the glassed- 
in portion of Kurtt's ship. That part of 
the hold was partially filled with 
Saltunian vegetation, mostly the arti- 
choke U pe and Blue Plate Special 
plan; s, doubtles* intended to feed -cap- 
tured specimens. There were a few of 
these visible, but ' no 'dermaphos. , 

But the presence of -the dermaphos 
was not long in coming. Mistily, 
through the green glass, Gerry could 
see figures moving, a port sliding open. 
Choking with rage, she cried out : 

"The thief is helping himself to our 
dermaphos! We spent weeks prepar- 
ing to 'make our capture, before finding 
one of the things. And now he helps 
himself, just like that How does he 
get that way?" - « 

As if in answer to her- anguished ex- 
clamation, Kurtt'B unctuous voice be- 
came audible again. 

"Laws of salvage. Miss Carlyle, as 
you know. I hate to take advantage 
of yout misfortune. Still, all's fair in 
love and ■ war. Rather lucky for me 
that I happened along. 1 hadn't had 
time to locate a dermaphos before you 
were ail ready to leave. That's the 
penalty of traveling in a, slower ship. 
How fortunate that your specimen was 
still secure in its compartment. Might 
have been thrown free and ruined." 

"Okay t" snapped Strike. "You've 
got the" dermaphos. Now give us a 
hand rune, will you?" 

"Ah, 1 was coming to that. As a 
niatiei of fact, my poor ship is so small. 
Th.-tf's the penalty of not being wealthy 
a no glamorous. You see, there ' is 
lw '•city room for any more passengers. 
Insufficient' food and oxygen, you un- 
derstand. I might take two or three 
aboard, but how can I choose whom 
to take and whom to leave behind? 
Am I God, thus to deny succor to my 
ffUow-men?" He ' registered pious 
shock, "Oh, my, no!" 6 

Then he continued. 


"I'm so sorry, but it is beyond my 
poor capabilities to aid you. However, 
be assured that 1 shall send out rescue 
parties just as soon as I get within 
radio range of Earth-"' 

Thunderstruck, Strike stared at the 
microphone as if it had turned into a 
snake. 

"Kurtt !" he bellowed. - ' "You can't do 
this. It's murder I You wouldn't go 

off and leave us stranded' in mid-space, 
Kurtt, are you listening?" 

BUT Kurtt"? rocket ship was al- 
ready gathering momentum. It 
spewed Same in a great red blossom, 
kicking sharply away from the side of 
the Ark. For a supposedly slow ship, 
if gathered speed surprisingly as the 
pilot recklessly poured in the fuel, 
Within a minute's time it' dwindled. 
Then its dark shape was abruptly lost 
in the blackness of interstellar space. 
Strike turned to his fiancee. 
"1 had a hunch we were underesti- 
mating that bird. He's as cold-bloodej 
a killer as the most vicious specimen 
we ever caught. Wei, there goes every- 
thing. ' Von Zona has backed a winner 
at last. The Zoo contract, the Aik. 
and us — wiped out." 

Gerry's shoulders twitched. Strange, 
burbling sounds came from her throat. 
Suddenly she 'threw hack her head and 
burst into hearty laughter. 

"Oh, I just thought of something 
What a joke on poor Kurtt t Only he 
doesn't know it yet." ^ 

Strike and Lewis stared at one an- 
other in horrified astonishment Was 
Gerry Carlyle of the iron nerves and 
the stout heart giving way to hysteria? 
The mere Idea was a grim reminder 
that they were in a predicament from 
which t here was little hope of escape. 
The two men quickly looked away, 
ostentatiously pretending to busy 
themselves with nothing in particular. 
Thr "ill's hearty laughter abruptly 
ceased. 

"Stop acting like silly boys who were 
caught stealing the jam! I'm not hys- 
terical. It is a joke, a colossal one. 
But I'm determined to be there when 
KurM finds 'Out about it. It's too good 
to miss. So let's get busy and find a 
way out of this mess." 

Quickly Gerry opened a small locker, 
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took oat the Emergency Chart every 
astronaut must have before being 
allowed to leave Earth. A map of the 
Solar System, it was marked to indicate 
the nearest source of aid in case of 
breakdown, illness or any other disaster 
at any particular point in space. 

Gerry's finger quickly traced oat 
the Saturnian sy stem. . The four inner 
satellites were colored Mack, signify- 
mg that they .were airless chunks of 
rock, utterly useless for any purpose. 

Rhea was marked with a red cross to 
indicate mineral wealth, Both the outer 
satellites, Iapetus and Phoebe, had 
arrows to show rocket fuel and food 
caches for stranded space wanderers. 
Hyperion was too small to be con- 
sidered. But Titan, largest of all, had 
both blue and red crosses, indicating 
habitaMlity plus mineral wealth. 

Gerry was faced with the need of 
making a vital decision. Moreover, 
there would be no changing that deci- 
sion once it was made. Of that hand- 
ful of satellites, they could manage a 
lucky landing on only one. After they 
made their choice, th ere would be no 
getting away again unless and until 
the Ark was repaired. The tiny, short- 
range life-boats would be useless for 
cosmic distances. 

Coolly Gerry stowed the Emergency 
Chart away and turned to the row of 
slim reference books that lined the bot- 
tom shelf. This little library was her 
pride. The most complete of its kind 
in the System, it had been compiled by 
Gerry herself. 

It was a digest of every known fact 
concerning the planets, their satellites, 
and the asteroids. In it were repre- 
sented every space explorer from Mur- 
ray to the present, and the gleanings 
■it knowledge by interplanetary hunt- 
■Ts like Hallek and Gerry Carlyle. 
i here was also a lengthy contribution 

Gen y made a wry face— by Anthony 
Ouade, Society of Spatial Cameramen, 
.ad the data he had collected while 
uaming the void for movie locations. 

SHE opened up the volume on Sat- 
urn and its satellites, turned to 
Titan and quickly flipped the pages. 
Titan was extraordinarily rich in min- 

■ ; - Is of almost every conceivable type. 
O.-iv asportation costs prevented 


mining there. Also, its atmosphere was 
breathable, its temperatures apparently 
not iethally extreme. ■ 

More remarkable, according to Mur- 
ray's writings, there was civilized life 
011 Titan. The cities there had been 
built with an amazing genius for metal- 
working. But Murray's notes were 
sketchy on the subject. It seemed that 
the inhabitants of Titan were few in 
number and difficult to communicate 
with, though quite friendly. 

The fact that highly , evolved life 
existed on the satellite was nor start- 
ling. Advanced civilizations had been 
discovered in at least three other places 
in the System. If any nomadic tribe, 
gifted with the ability to work in 
metals, had wandered in from outer 
space and decided to locate in the Solar 
System, it was only natural for them to 
select Titan and its wealth of ores. 

Gf try w.xs i A interested in making 
any social contacts at the moment. But 
it was the fact of life on Titan that 
motivated her final decision. The Ark 
needed metals for repair, and they were 
to be had on Titan. As a last resort, 
the inhabitants might conceivably be 
able to help. The girl weighed this 
possibility carefully against the un- 
deniable fact that if any other rocket 
ships were to enter the Saturnian sys- 
tem, they would land only on the two 
outer satellites, never on Titan. Con- 
fident in her own self-reliance and the 
ability of her crew, though, Gerry ma<> 
her choice. 

Incisively she gave her orders Th<s 
eight little life-boats moved purpose- 
fully toward the Ark. Jockeying skil- 
fully into place like tugs about an ocean 
liner, they began to haul the mighty 
space ship toward Its rendezvous, Sat- 
urn's largest satellite w«* rapid h hurt- 
ling closer to the site of the disasrci . 

At first there was line appreciable 
progress. Then gradually momentum 
wm gathered, ailed t>.* ;he growing 
effect of the satelli- - s , uvity Moir 
iwiftlv u.rttM lb*' Aia, till the life- 
boats were forced to reverie their posi- 
tion*, and mA us r rakes. The -.surface 
of Than expanded with . a terrifying 
rush. Desperately the . miniature 
rocket ships strove to check the danger- 
ous descent, blasting furiously with 
fvfi-v '.-ailable ounce of their lotulrd 
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fu*! *".ipp!y, In the final moments be- 
l ozt the crash, the entire underside' of 
the Ark was obscured by the savage 
blaze of the little rocket tubes. 

Timing It perfectly, Gerry gave the 
order to dart away from underneath 
;.he falling juggernaut. With an awful 
concussion, the Ark's stern plowed 
deep into the soil of Titan, throwing a 
huge powdery wave into the air. Then, 
almost in slow motion, the rest of the 
tremendous metal giaat toppled down- 
ward. Rocks and lust sprayed out on 
either side. The Ark lurched once like 
a dying monster, and gently rolled over 
on one side* 

Gerry smiled, pleased with her ex- 
pcrtness. ■ She -had -.brought the ship 
down so its tors hull would be easy to 
reach. 

Gently, like a-; flock of curious birds, 
the life-boats fluttered to rest in a 
ragged circle. Gerry dabbed at her fore- 
head with a wisp of handkerchief, then 

smiled hardily at the two men. 

"Welt here we are on Titan, without 
benefit of brass bands," .She paused, 
before continuing in a casual voice. 
"You know, 1 wonder if the place is 
destined to be our tomb." 


CHAPTER VI 
Sabotage 


THE eyes of every occupant in the 
eight life-boats gazed questkmingly 
at the ' surface of the strange little 
world. Had Gerry Carlyle's fanatical 
attention to detail paid dividends again, 
enabling her to select the one right 
place for them to- land? Or had the • 
sketchy information in her library be- 
trayed them into descending into a hos- 
tile environment? Perhaps It would be 
so ' freezingly cold that repairs to the 
Ark would be impossible. In that case, 
they were doomed to a lingering death. 

In the main boat, Gerry and Strike 
were relieving the tension of doubt by 
swift routine, refusing to take anything 
for granted. Thermometers, atmos- 
pheric drift gauges, barometers, and 
bolometers were projected through 
vacuum suction tubes. .• Air .samples 
were drawn in through the Bradbury 


valves and automatically analyzed. Vis- 
ual observations were made through 
the glassite ports, for Titan was rather 
well lighted by the reflected glow of 

Saturn. 

The surface of the satellite was irreg- 
ular, hilly. Jagged cones of possible 
volcanic origin formed a low range of 
foothills, with a pass leading to the re- 
gion beyond. Dunes of fluffy material 
like volcanic tuff dotted the near land- 
scape. 

. This and other - reports were ex- 
changed between the life-boats. Pres- 
ently a complete picture began to ap- 
pear. It was even more favorable than 
suggested by Murray's notes. The 
thin atmosphere was largely nitrogen, 
helium and oxygen, with indications of 
negligible amounts of other gases in un- 
stable equilibrium. Methane was pres- 
ent in small amounts. This, being the 
product of organic decomposition, in- 
dicated vegetable life. 

The temperature was only slightly 
below freezing. Doubtless Titan ' re- 
ceived heat from Saturn and the Sun, 
almost undiminished by any absorbent 
atmospheric layers. Gravity on a body 
only a few thousand miles in diameter 
would be relatively weak, less than half 
normal Earth gravity. 

With understandable pride, for the 
value of her incredible thoroughness 
had proved itself again, Gerry finally 
contacted all the life-boats. 

"We're perfectly safe, men. Dress 
warmly. Carry a bottle of oxygen with 
a tube, and take a breath of it every 
minute or so in order to prevent blood 
bubbles from forming. Hand weapons, 
of course, just in case. So, everybody 
out!" , ' . . 

A faint cheer returned to her through 
the communicator. The life-boats dis- 
gorged their human cargo as if eight 
weird eggs were hatching out. After a 
brief period of leg-stretching and ad- 
justing to temperature and adjustment 
to temperature and weak gravity, 
Gerry immediately organized her forces 
to cope with their grave predicament. 

The extent of damage had to be sur- 
veyed by the engineers and workmen, 
Then a party under Strike's leadership 
prepared to reconnoiter the immediate 
vicinity to make sure they were in no 
danger from hostile life-forms. They 
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used 'one of the life-boats,' powered with 
the little fuel remaining in the -tanks of 
the other seven. Finally Gerry herself 
led a small expedition to examine thor- 
oughly the other parts of the Ark. 

Strike reported all clear. The only 
thing of interest was one of the cities 
Murray described. It was just a few 
■miles away, but apparently long de- 
serted. Gerry reported that the damage 
to the ship was sxrrprisingly small. The 
crash upon Titan had been eased ex- 
pertly. A few dents in the hull and a 
number of fixtures torn loose inside 
were the only internal casualties. Two 
compartments had been torn open to 
outer space — the engine room and the 
first Saturnian hold next to it. 

■ Both groups gathered around outside 
the tangle that once was the engine 
room, watching the workmen clear the 
debris away. With oxygen bottles in 
one ■ hand and tubes leading to their 
mouths, they looked like a group of 
solemn Turks puffing on their hookahs. 

WNSIDE, where the engineers 
M crawled about with portable X-ray 
equipment, were twin centrifuges. Run- 
ning in opposite directions to obviate 
torque, they were composed of thou- 
sands of tiny rotors spinning at a rate 
of nearly fifty thousand revolutions per 
second. 

The principle had been worked out 
three-quarters of a. century before by 
Professor Rouss, of the University of 
Virginia. Rouss ran rotors eight thou- 
sand revolutions a second in blasts of 
compressed air, achieving centrifugal 
force a million times as strong as grav- 
ity. The Ark, a mighty centrifugal 
flier, was the ultimate development of 
that early experiment. The double 
centrifuge in her stern was powerful 
enough to move a get at mountain. 

After . an hour's ''steady labor, the 
Chief Engineer reported to G* m 
There was an odd look on his face. 

"Well, Baarastark/' she urged im- 
patiently. "What's the score?" 

Speaking in clipped phrases, Baum- 
atark replied. 

"Seem to have two outs on us, Miss 
Carlyle. We've pretty thoroughly X- 
rayed the mess. The starboard centri- 
fuge is undamaged, but the others b in 
a bad way." ' He held up several strips 


of film. "You can see what the Laue 
patterns show-— ~ advanced cry ttaljiza- ' 
tion. Big sections ,. <af ; the rotors col- 
lapsed from metal fatigae at the same 
time, aad lew apart?- • - • , 

"Do you have any idea what caused 
it?" she asked tersely. / : - v . 

/ Baarastark took a .battered' ruia"*of . 
tubes and coils from one of the -work- 
men. He offered this as e Tide nee. - 

"This probably .was, a vibration pack. . 
We found it crushed in among a cluster 
of shattered rotors. Someone ieli- - 
erately introduced it into the c'eittrif' 
uges, and it created rhythms that in- 
duced metal fatigue. We've been sabo- 
taged, Miss Carlyle." 

Gerry and Strike exchanged a long, 
look of sle-wry iawming con^rehension.. 

"So," amnmiced Strik*. "My knttch • 
was right. Frierf' Kurtt evidently 
found time to do the job right before 
Barrows found him wandering around ■ ; 
inside the Ark. Clever, in a way, much 
better than a bomb. It became effective - 
only when we started the centrifuges 
for our take-off. Kurtt wanted to be 
sure he wouldn't wreck things till we 
were well out in spa^ ; With luck, the 
vibrator would have been hurled out 
through the hole in the hull, and we 
would never have known the cause of 
the trouble. 

"Kurtt, of course, simply had to hang 
around near Saturn, wait till we showed > 
up, and then tag along at a safe dis- 
tance. Sooner or later, he knew he - 
could grab our dermaphos without an 
argument. No wonder he was so 
agreeable when the dermapfcos was 
chosen, and no wonder he picked Sat- 
urn. It's far enough out of the way so . 
it would be unlikely that anyone would 
be around to interfere or rescue us." 

Gerry, whose intuitive hate aad- .dis- 
trust had been proved so well fewnded, 
took this evidence of utterly cold- 
blooded treachery with surprising calm. 
She smiled with gum promise. 

"I rathei pity poor Von Zorn when 
we get l.vttk." 

Strike- locked troubled. ' - . 

"You d'Mi't thm!» Von Zorn .actually 
ordered Kuril -o do anything like this 
do you?" 

. "Oh, no. He doesn't like me, because 

f v.it-vv him for the faker he is. But he - 
fight* fair. That much -I grant. No. 
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Vor. Z&rr. wil! be appalled when he 
Sear- 5 what his hireling has been up 
to B-:'< the fact remains that Kurtt is 
Von Zorn's man. And 1 think I can 
do business with that fact when we re- 
mm"' 

'"If we return, you mean. Kurtt 
never meant to -let t» survive, and -he's 
done a prettv good job. 'safer." ■ 

"Right. That's the next question." 

She turned to ^ the chief . engineer, 
"Baumstark, can we manage with the 
one centrifuge ?" 

"No, mhs. Torque." 

"Then how about repairs?** 

BAUMSTARK-glaneed around re- 
signedly,, wet .Ms ' lips and 

shrugged. ' 

"Dozens of rotors and staters either 
pone or badly weakened. Probably two 
hundted replacements' necessary. We 
have a few spares, that's all. 1— -I don't 
see how it's possible for us to get the 
A rk moving, miss." 

The i e was profound silence. Strike's 
heart dropped to Ms boots as -he 
1 bought of Kurtt speeding to triumph 
with the fruits of their labors. Then' 
he £ tinned wryly. ■ 

"Did I heai something just then?" 

G*rry raided her lovely, troubled face 
and gazed a*- Hm inquiringly. 

"I <hink that third out just whizzed 
pes* 'is into the shortstop's mitt." 

Or ill 1he women in the System, 
Orrn Carly'c probably the least 

prone to accept an adverse decision 
without bitter protest. She would 
doubtless start an argument with St. 
Petei, chuvnui!?, it was undemocratic to 
force a new angel to wear a halo and 
strum corny tunes on a harp against 
her will Hence, though the greatest 
Umpire of ail seemed to be calling 
them against her, Gerry vowed to go 
down swinging. 

Before any sense of defeatism could 
overcome her men, she was tnappir- 
orders with her accustomed spirit, li- 
the A rk"f tiny workshop was a amail 
electric induction furnace. Gerry, had 
that brought outside. Then she dis- 
patched four men with ore-finding 
doodlebugs The latest development 
not only located bodies of metallic ores, 
hat also, by registering infinitesimal 
differences, of electrical resistance, 'in- 


dicated what kind of metal was, pres- 
ent. 

A powerful alloy had to be used to 
withstand the terrific speeo's of the 
centrifuges. Only a tombing ion of 
strong but light beryllium and the 
densely strong but heavy ncutroxitc. 
not found on Earth, could br »>ed 
These ■ had to be" ■ found' by Ihe ore 
hunters. 

There were, other -difficulties. though. 
Baumstark geeined to draw them from 
hi* helmet Ike a magician. The first 
was -the fact 'that to smelt ores, theii 
induction furnace would eat a trcmeiv 
dons amount of amperes. .So much 
power could never be .provided by the 
generator that operated the lights in 
the Ark. . . 

"Rewind the generator," was Gerry's 

Then Baumstark pointed out that 
they hadn't a source of power sufficient 
to keep that generator moving to pre* 
duce the necessary amperes. Tommy 
Strike solved this one. ■ 

"Steam," he said. "Haul out one of 
those tanks we use to carry aquatic 
specimens and set it up as a (boiler. Just 
beyond that pass there, about .half a 
mile . away, there's a forest of some 
sort. ' Leafless trees in all kinds of 
queer geometric shapes. Perfect for 
firewood. I saw no evidence of water 
on Titan while we were scouting 
around, but we can fix a trap that will - 
save most of our steam. So we'll be 
able to we the same water over and 
over again." 

The ease u-«th which obstacles were 
overcome by the ingenuity of the cap- 
tain and crew of the Ark inspired a 
cumulative feeling of irresistibility in 
all of them, Gerry glowed with pride. 
This was the result of her careful selec- 
tion, severe discipline, rigid training, 
and vear.i of constant reminder that 
every possible contingency should be 
.mticipated, * - 

Under some circumstances, she 
aught even have welcomed this chal- 
lenge to her ability and self-sufficiency. 
But the terrible threat of Kurtt — which 
paradoxically loomed larger the farther 
he sped from them— left no time for any 
complacency. 

One thing was lacking before they 
could commence their work, and it was 


found within the hour. The ore hunters 
came charging into camp with a gleam 
of triumph in their eyes, like that of a 
Forty-niner who had strack the mother 
lode. Both beryllium aai neutroxite 
had been located nearby, practically on 
the surface of the ground. It would be 
a comparatively simple matter to mine 
it in quantity. - 

Gerry at once parceled out the vari- 
ous jobs, and work commenced furi- 
ously. At that particular season of the 
Titanian year, the satellite was illumin- 
ated by either the Sun or Saturn for 
three-fourths of its day. Hence, ■ by 
working shifts, the crew of the Ark 
lost little time because of darkness. 

The only delays were caused by un- 
foreseen difficulties. The first occurred 
at the slanting shaft drilled into the 
hillside, following a vein of almost pure 
neutroxite. Returning to work after 
the first short night, the men found the 
slope had collapsed. Gerry's examina- 
tion revealed that four holes, about 
six inches in diameter and close to- 
gether, had been bored low in the wall 
of the shaft, weakening it to the point 
of breakdown. The holes were smooth 
as glass, and apparently continued into 
the very bowels of Titan. 

"If ■ none of you fellows dug these 
holes," observed Gerry, "then they 
must have been made by a burrowing 
animal of some kind. I'll, stick around 
while you work and see if I can't spot 
our hecklers." 

Digging continued, with men lug- 
ging sacks of the heavy ore back to the 
Ark. The light gravity enabled them 
to handle what would have been hun- 
dreds of pounds on Earth. Presently 
a muffled, whirring sound came from 
inside the tunnel, and the workmen 
popped out in a hurry. Gerry, heat ray 
in hand, set herself at the tunnel mouth. 

At the rear came a sudden flurry of 
rock dust, and a remarkable creature 
burst into view. It was about the size- 
of a woodchuck, but quite round. Its 
mouth was set precisely in the center 
of its head, perfectly circular, and was 
armed with a formidable set of teeth. 
Two tiny eyes glittered deep in their 
furry sockets. Balancing upright like 
a weighted doll, it stared solemnly at 
Gerry Carlyle. 

The girl moved forward quietly, hop- 
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ing to capture '-it by '.the. scruff of the 
neck. Immediately the animal turned 
to face the wall of the cave. A num- 
ber of little flippers, placed at ' hap- 
hazard spots all over its body, sprang 
irtfo view. The creature began to spin 
in a clockwise motion at a furious rate, 
literally boring into the ground with its 
terrific teeth. In ten ■ ■ seconds the 
strange creature had vanished. 

It was Kranz, peering in astonish- 
ment over Gerry's shoulder, who named 
it in a burst of inspiration. ' , . 

"Call it a Rotary Mole!" 


CHAPTER Vii 

Mystery of Life 


THE Rouj! v Moles — there were 
four »n the focal family— proved 
.quite a nuisance with their constant 
burrowing into the mine shaft. When, 
driven out, they sat around staring 
curiously at the operations like so many 
sidewalk superintendent n watching an 
excavation. In desperation, Gerry was 
forced to devise a method of capturing 
them. 

She abhorred the wanton killing of 
wild life, which rendered useless her 
high-powered hypodermic rifles. They 
would destroy any animal as small as 
the Mole. . Also, the anesthetic gas dis- 
persed too quickly in the thin Titanian 
air to be of much good. 

After brooding awhile over a method 
to catch the things harmlessly, one of 
the men gave Gerry the clue. To scare 
the Moles away, he threw a half-empty 
can at them. They darted off, then 
came racing back to the splotch where 
the pineapple juice had soaked Into the 
ground. At once they all up-ended and 
began to spin, boring madly into the 
damp spot. Unquestionably they had a 
passion for fruit juices. . " '■' 

That made it easy. Gerry built:. a 
box trap and filled it with soil. Then 
she set it out the second night and 
emptied two cans of juice on it The 
next morning they had four Rotary. 
Moles in a sadly battered trap. Another 
hour would have enabled 'them to .win 
to freedom. ' . ' ' 

"What a" testimonial, for the 
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arph- nsinpjr!" Gerry gloated, a& 
*t<-.-,v* 1 fhf Rotary Moles out of harm's 
wav, "They ought to be glad to pay 
plenty for it." 

Aiter the boiter-generatuT-fuinaoe 
hook-up had he^itn to Inaction, another 
interruption occurred. The first batch 
of neutroxite had betn poured into 
«,-md rroMf "I he smelting of more ore 
was p.. needing satisfactorily, when the 
electric' ty unaccoum ably wer^encd 
CheeKni* .\H»ny the witvs from the gcd- 
etatoi- to the furnru'e, Strike icitnd what 
appeared t •> be a rather slender copper 
bar l»ir<« across the wires. With the 
tor of ^ h : ->oot he kicked it aside. 

Tarsr r-.inutes later there was an- 
other short in the circuit. Tommy again 
was lofctd to remove the apparent cop- 
per bar Lent! the wires. This time, after 
kicking it away, 'he bent down to pick 
it up H e received a mild electric shock. 
When If? dropped the thing hastily, the 
copper Lit began to walk away. 

"k* *" rmirmured Strike grimly. "You 
wans to j>i.-y." 

He fiuiijed the perambulating bar. 
It ducked swiftly into the pile of wood 
use- 1 \t, Lxe up the boiler. With one 
?wvtp SHke spread the fuel about the 
landicapr bat there was no copper bar 
to K sect > 

lie j an to swear softly as he peered 
around, G rry, fascinated by his antics, 

ne ov, i 

"Wln< f iaes on now?" she demanded. 

Strike explained briefly, 

"It must be a sort of chameleonlike 
tiling," lie concluded. "First it imitated 
the wires. Now it's imitating the sticks 
of wood, Probably genera* - trrent 
within itself like an electric eel. Maybe 
if we -wait around, it'll move again." 
• Gerry snorted in exasperation. , 

"And no doubt it amu^e: and warms 
itself by shorting our wire* at every op- 
portunity. Another monkey-wrench in 
the machinery that we'll have to dig 
out." ' ' 
' Carefully they began to sort the 
woodpile, searching for a stick that 
■would . give, thejr a nrild jolt. A loud 
complaint from ■'' Baumstark warmed 
them. Behind their backs, the cham- 
eleon had. sneaked, over to absorb, the 
juice iron* the furnace lead-ins again.- 
' . They .'tried to surround ■ the thing, 
which now resembl <« "• * =~pper bar. But 


H scuttled w.v.iy 1 ward-fashion much 
t<>o rapidly to he canght. Thoroughly 
-*nroye<i by thest alarming delays, 
Gerry said reluctantly: 

"We\v got no lime to Waste in 
".tnrlyitiij that little beggar, and find out 
how' to capture it If 1 don't get an 
inspiration within mi bc>ur or two, we'll 
just h,T»p »o kit! i* '.► 'tci:„ r ht.'" 

WJIORTUNATET.V «he inspiration 

Jfl. came Jn G<* r rv f, quarters was A 

Ltrge mitror. Iter oik concession to fem- 
inine' vanity while on PTped^tion This 
she car :ied outside ar>'' <>*t up along- 
side the chameleon's favorite -spot-— the 
electric wires — tilting £< so it would re- 
flect nothing but tbr dark-blue sky. 

The ihi'tl brief night passed, and 
Gerry awoke to the sound of hilarious 
laughter. Hurrying out, she found 
Tommy g\i£avnng Htul pointing inar- 
ticula" , i , 7 The dtaraeteop. in its nat- 
ural state footed like an ordinary chunk 
of flesh with ie^ It lay twisting 
ftttilely before ilif mirror sputtering 
feeble electric sparks. Part of it was 
blue as the sky, while the rest shaded' 
into a tap t<i1v sMfling mettled color 

"The r.o<r devil tried at first to 
imitate noiht.1,5 looking up at space," 
Strike exp;?tn,»ri final')'. "Then it 
must've < -ovht of it«? reflection 

in the mi-r <r ind ltiH to imitate itself! 
The nattraf i -nk v,as a '-orrpMe ner- 
vous brea'"(- v '-^ **' 

After this ir.tei Ivrie, nothing arose to 
interrupt their n or k. Metals wer<° 
smelted, poured into roolrk. Emery- 
wheels howled as the little rotors were 
ground smooth Before long they were 
ready -to be voided into place in the 
■matrix of the huge centrifuge. That was 
when they faced th? mos-t appalling 
complication of. all. It ■ was found im- 
possible to weld the rotors ! 
' "It's the beryllium, miss," explained 
Baumstark worriedly, '"We used only 
tmodeiiate heat to smelt, it. - That was 
okay. We had to use a terrific tempera- 
ture to smelt the neutroxite. .That' was 
okay,' too.'- But now, in order to weld, 
we' have to use enough heat f u afreet the 
neutroxite, and it's too mu< h tor the 
■beryllium. It juat oxidizes away, Wr 
.m-ecl . litis, and it can't be made."" 

After everything had been r orn^ :,o 
well, for this apparently tifr>iirTOt>jnt- 
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able obstacle to arise was almost 
enough to drive even a Gerry Catlyle to 
tears. Had she finally made the fata! 
-niwtake that all adventurers sooner or 
later commit? 

When she had chosen Titan to land 
.-.port, rather than the outer satellites, 
-he had made a gamble. By going to 
la pet us or Phoebe, it might have been 
possible to cram the life-boats with 
rocket fuel, leasing room for only one 
person to pilot. With skillful navigation 
and great luck, some of them might 
'.nave been able to make the Jovian sa- 
tellites, and the mining outpost on 
Ganymede, to organize a rescue party 
for those left on "Titan. Instead, Gerry 
aad characteristically decided to shoot 
tor big stakes.. It was & wager — com- 
plete repair of the A tk and triumph in 
the race with Xurtt. against annihila- 
tion. She had wanted all or nothing. 

And for the first time Gerry Cariyic 
knew the sick, stifling sensation of 
despair. 

But there was one last trump in her 
hand. Gerry still had the motes in Mur- 
ray's diary concerning a civilized race 
on Titan, with remarkable skill in the 
use of metals. If those people were 
still on Titan, perhaps they could help. 
If they were gone, as Strike's report ni 
i deserted city would indicate, perhaps 
the castaways could read from the ruins 
>omething thai might be of assistance 
to them, 

There was still fuel left in one life- 
boat, so Gerry, Strike, and Lieutenant 
Bar-'ows piled in. They took off with a 
roar, heading straight "north" for the: 
.;ity Tommy bad seen earlier. Alter 
-wiftly covering about W\x miles, they 
sighted it. Half a mile from its limits 


was a level plain, and there Strike set 
the rocket ship down gently. 

ML T a cautious distance the trio 
Xm examined the strange city. It ap- 
peared to have been built for a popula- 
tion of approximately twenty thousand, 
by Earthly standards, ft had been con- 
structed' on the basis of some battling, 
alien geometry- The designs res cm bled 
the geometry of man. but the pattei m 
just evaded complete comprehension, 
barricading themselves in the mind Just 
beyond the borderline of full meaning. 
Ah around its edges, the city was, cvmn- 
bling to ruin. It was as if some invisible 
monster of decay were slowly eating to- 
ward the center, which was still in ex- 
cellent repair. And in all that weirdly 
beautiful expanse, not a single living 
thing moved. Barrows broke the quiet. 

"Isn't it incredible how persistent 
and unconquerable life is? We find it 
eveiy where under the most terrible 
conditions — the inferno of Mercury, the 
stewpot of Venus, and crawling under 
tons of pressure on Saturn, Now even 
on this barren rock, a great civilization 
evolved. Those Arrhcnius spores mre 
got around, didn't they?" 

Gerry smiled. "I doubt if what we 
sec out there actually evolved on this, 
empty bail of stone. Probably it came 
from some other universe, many eons 
m the past Shall we explore it with- 
out waiting for reinforcements?" 

There was no dissenting voice, Gerry 
always meted out harsh punishments 
for infractions of her safety-first rules, 
but now time was working swiftly 
against them. Besides, the place looked 
so deserted, there seemed lo be no rea~ 

[Turn page) 
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for the usual caution, 
they 'moved into the city. Their . 
fin, l discovery was that it had been built 
for a race of beings smaller than hu- 
mons, making it seem like a large-scale 
model of a city. Doorways were five feet 
in height, windows in proportion. Odd- 
ly, there were neither doors nor win- 
dow pases, suggesting after indiffer- 
ence to temperature changes. Nor were 
the buildings, save for a few curiously 
graven towers, more than thro? sf-ories 
' in height. 

As the group walked slowly toward 
the heart of the city, they found it in 
a remarkable state-of preservation. The 
streets were clean, totally devoid of 
rubble or dust. It almost seemed as if 
the place were waiting patiently for the 
return of its masters, and was tended 
daily by some mysterious, invisible 
presence. The echoes of their booted 
feci- rattled in the emptiness. 

■ Gradually, as Gerry led her scouts 
into the center of the city, a curious 
feeling began to oppress them. They 
felt the gradually increasing certainty 
that they were not alone. They paused 
irresolutely, every nerve on the alert. 
Did they really hear that stealthy rust- 
ling in the depths of the mysterious, 
darkened apartments? A cautious peek 
within showed strangely malformed 
furniture, but no living thing. 
■ "I don't like this," said Gerry uncom- 
fortably, one hand on her heat ray gun. 
"Perhaps! — " 

The brassy clangor of a mighty gong 
shattered the stillness with two tremen- 
dous, shivering notes. Gerry, Strike, 
and Barrows raced in a breathless 
sprint for open country. With wild, 
awkward bounds that broke Olympic 
records at every lean, they scrambled 
and sailed like jumping-jacks running 
amuck. They didn't stop for breath till 
they were out of the city and safe be- 
side their little rocket ship. 

mVHEM they looked back through 
ww the grayish daylight, they re- 
ceived an even greater shock. The 
ci*v wi* live! Peopled with biped* 
moving about the streets, in and out of 
buildings, it was just like any no final 
town. The change was so abiupt. the 
terrestrial explorers gaped at the city, 
then at each other. They were too 


skockei to talk. All 'they could do- was 
gulp stupidly. • • ■ 

■ Gerry was first to recover the use of 
her voice. She used it to get in radio 
communication with the Ark. 

"Listen carefully, K r a n z," she 
ordered. "We've discovered civilized 
life here. There's not much rocket fuel 
left. So instead of our coming back in 
the life-boat, I w<«t you to lead a rein- 
forcement party. Head straight north, 
through that little pass. But first go to 
my room and look in the locker behind 
the door. On the top shelf you'll find a 
contraption that looks like a half-dozen 
wired bowls attached to a power unit. 
Bring it out, and take along a new sup- 
ply of oxygen bottles." 

Instead of settling down to wait, 
Strike unhooked his binoculars for a 
long look at flie city's inhabitants. 

"They're nothing to be afraid of," he 
decided. "They're less than five feet 
tall, slender, delicately built. Besides, 
didn't Murray say they were friendly 3 , 
They'll probably recognize us as hu- 
mans, just like Murray. Come on. Let's 
pay 'em a visit now, 5 * 

Gerry dubiously agreed, so the trio 
moved back toward the city. They were 
met at its edge by a group of four Ti~ 
tanians. As Strike had said, they were 
frail, uniform in height to the last mil- 
limeter, and entirely hairless. They 
were dressed in a metallic cloth which 
was wound around them like mummio-.' 
wrappings. It was obvious that they 
dressed for modesty rather than com- 
fort, however, for their flesh was tough 
and hard. 

Their features were generally human. 
Instead of ears, though, there were four 
filaments sprouting from each side of 
the head, and shaped like a lyre. 

"Be nice to 'em," Gerry cautioned. 
"Remember, their good will may be our 
last hepc." 


CHAPTER VTIl 


#N£. of the Tita^t.i.^ >i<vt. .1 fot- 
ward with -» £r,HC*ul :\ <it£ <>{ 
Bands, a iow oev*? 

"Mradna teaow * hr said politely. 
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Tommy grinned, also bowing ludi- 
crously, 

"You don't say I Republican or 
Democrat?" 
r The Titanian smiled unmistakably, 
bowing more rapidly than a Japanese 
diplomat. Pointing to Gerry, he said: 
"Ree yura norom." 
"That's what I've always said," 
Tommy agreed dmiably. "Great kid. 
, But she needs h nan around to keep 
I her from getting In stericaL" 
j He- blocked a playful punch from Ms 
: fiancee. After a few more exchanges 
: of pleasantries, the Titanians led the 
; castaways into the city. 
; It was entirely different this time, 
; filled with the quiet hum of life. Vehi- 
i cles moved silently and swiftly through 
the streets, though neither wheels nor 
motive power were visible. Occasion- 
ally they caught glimpses' of a form of 
; escalator inside the buildings. Through- 
out their tour, the strange people never 
once gave vent to any expression of 
surprise at sight of the visitors 
' from Earth. 

"They're the most super-polite race 
I've ever seen," Strike said uncomfort- 
! ' ably. "In fact, too much so. They 
; have the , exaggerated formality and 
; worship of mannerism of a decadent 
i people." 

\ Gerry, slightly startled at this pene- 
i f rating comment, agreed, 
i "Yes, the aura of decay does seem to 
! saturate the place. A pity, too. They're 

such nice little men." 
; The tour of inspection, instead of 
j t clarifying, simply added more mys- 
» teries. There was no indication what- 
} ever of any central source of power gen- 
! eration or machinery. And nowhere did 
> they see anyone at work. Titanian life 
J seemed to be one long round of quiet 
I amusement and leisure. 
I The journey ended before one of the 
Titanian apartments. Gerry and Strike 
entered, leaving Barrows outside to 
watch for Kranz. They found the odd 
' >irniture strangely comfortable, but 
were inconvenienced by the low ceiling 
and lack of light. Evidently the Titan- 
ians could see in the dark better than 
cats. Food was offered, but it was a 
case of one man's meat being another's 
oison. It made both of them tem- 
porarily sick. ; 


Gerry picked up a vase-shaped object, 
beautifully molded of metal, though in- 
credibly light. She tried to break it be- ' 
tween her hands, then hammered it 
savagely on the wall. 

"Not a dent I" she exclaimed in awe. 
"The stuff is some kind of alloy, too. 
Tommy, these people do have a secret 
that will enable us to repair the Ark! 
If we' can only learn it — " 

They looked at one another with ris- 
ing excitement. . ■ 

To kill time, Strike ' amused himself 
hugely with silly antics. First he en- 
tertained the astonished Titanians with 
feats of strength that were quite simple 1 
in the reduced gravity. Then he tried 
to find a common denominator in his 
attempts to communicate with signs. 
He was less successful in this. 

During this display, lie made one dis- 
turbing discovery. There was a ragged, 
apparently bottomless hole in the floor 
at the back of the room. A nauseating 
odor rose from it, suggestive of name- 
less evil. 

FINALLY K\*\z arrived with five 
other crew members. Strike, Gerry 
and Barrows took the oxygen bottles 
that were offered then. Then Gerry 
seized the apparatus which actually re- 
sembled a series of bowls joined by 
wires. 

"Now!" she exclaimed in triumph. 
"Now we can really talk to these 
people." 

Her statement created a sensation, 
and the entire party crowded into the 
apartment. The Titanians seemed de- 
lighted at the prospect of entertaining 
this bunch of overdressed, muscular, 
hairy guests. They listened with every 
evidence of profound interest as Gerry 
expounded the principles of the gadget 
she held in her hands. 

"This is a thought helmet," she de- 
clared, with an air of defying anyone to 
contradict her. She held up one of the 
bowl-like metal things. "It's an inven- 
tion of my cousin Elmer at Federal 
Tech. It has built-in headphones, and 
contains a compact power w-.i 
Thought, of course, is a delicate elec- 
trical wave that's generated by the 
atoms of the brain. When the com- 
panion piece to this helmet is placed c<r. 
the head of another person, «ac'S* ,^*s> 
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c- >;-.pcr-sensitive receiver -of mutual 

electrical thought impuilses." 

Serike made the mistake of offering 
an argument. 

'"So what? After you pick up"jrour 
impulses, they'd have to be reproduced 
in your own brain. DM Elmer think 
of that >" ■ ; 

"Elmer has thought of everything," 
Gerry replied bitingly, "except how to 
deal with impertinent interruptions. 
May 1 continue, please?" 
'• "Urn." 

"The impulses received are greatly 
amplified in the coils of these helmets. 
By electrical induction, they set up 
similar impulses in the brain of anyone 
who wears the helmet. So the wearer 
experiences the exact thoughts he has 
tuned in." Gerry donned one of the hel r 
mets. Then, approaching one of the 
Titanians, she induced him by politely 
gentle signs to emulate her example. 
There were three other helmets with 
lead-ins to Gerry's master helmet. 

■ "These," she explained, "are one-way 
receivers. You can hear what goes on, 
but your own thoughts are not broad- 
cast. Otherwise there'd be an awful 
jumble. Here, Tommy, Barrows, Kranz 
. . . All set?" 

Carefully Gerry threw a « witch in her 
helmet and then the Titanian's. 
' A faint humming sounded, but that 
was all. ' There were no thought im- 
pulses. Strike began to grin. 

"I think I could beat Elmer just with 
my sign language." 

Gerry sighed. *'My, aren't we the im- 
patient one, though!" The terrible un- 
certainty and lack of time reflected in 
her voice as sarcasm. "Human thought 
waves, my love, range within a narrow 
band of wave lengths. We must stay 
within that range to hear thoughts. 
Each brain has an infinitely fine dif- 
ference from every other brain. We 
have to tune in." 

She began to twist a sunken vernier 
dial on the Titanian's helmet, broad- 
casting a repetition of a single thought: 

"We wi-ih to ht v«ur friends. We 
wish to be your friends." 

Th» three . men also twisted their 
dials and simultaneously picked up 
Gerry's unspoken thought. ■ The expres- 
sions on their fac-3 were ludicrous. But 
before they could say anything, the Ti- 


tanian's features also registered amaze- 
ment and pleasure. He bowed and flut- 
tered his hands ingratiatingly. Gerry 
raised her eyebrows in triumph. 

"Now to tune in on our friend. I'll 
speak my thoughts aloud, so all you 
need to do is get on the Titanian wave 
length." 

THERE was a moment of silent dial- 
twisting, and then the Titanian's 
thoughts came in with sudden strength. 

"So happy to welcome the strange 
bipeds. Our homes, our sustenance, our 
lives are at your disposal." 

This had the sound of ritual rather 
than a genuine offer. Gerry cut her 
switch momentarily and turned exul- 
tantly to Strike. " . 

"Just think! We're in contact with 
an intelligent race, with all their cus- 
toms, science, literature, and intellec- 
tual progress. Probably the culture of a 
planet from another universe. Why, a 
few weeks here may open up un- 
dreamed-of avenues of research in all 
lines of human endeavor !" 

"We haven't got weeks to spare," in- 
terjected Strike. "Remember Kurtt?" 
"Um, yes. Kurtt and the race." 
Gerry suddenly looked harassed at 
this reminder that their lives depended 
upon her tact and ingenuity. She 
started to reestablish thought contact 
with the Titanian, but was interrupted 
by the booming gong that had fright- 
ened them earlier in the day. 

The Titanians all spread their hands 
regretfully, mouthing their incompre- 
hensible syllables. Gerry snapped the 
switch just in time to catch the end of 
the explanation. 

"It is the Time of Offering now. We 
must retire. Please do not go away. We 
shall awaken shortly. Our homes are 
yours." 

Bowing ingratiatingly, the Titanians 
lay down upon their curiously con- 
structed beds and instantly dropped 
into a coma. All through the buildings 
came the rustling, pattering sound of 
thousands of tiny feet. The pe rty from 
the Ark watched in wary bewilder- 
ment. The tension was snapped by 
Gerry's gasp. 

"Look there — coming up through the 
hole in the floor!" • 

It was a hideously malformed little 
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devil that stared around with bright, 
beadv eyes at the intruders, then 
popped out into the room. If stood 
about three feet high, in appearance 
much like a sea-horse. At the base of 
the nauseous, scaly body there were 
four short legs,, ending in hoof*. The 
creature seemed top-heavy. Just as the 
Titanians were the epitome of kindli- 
ness, this thing was 'Stark evil. 

"No sudden moves, boys," Gerry or- 
dered in quiet tones. "This monkey 
looks as if he could be pretty tnean. 

There was intelligence in the test's 
eyes as it surveyed the unexpected Bitu- 
uation. Abruptly the slender snout 
opened and it hissed, long and piercing- 
ly. It also recognize <i *. fat. 

War had been declared. 

THE group from the Ark pressed 
slowly back to await developments. 
There was something mysterious, un- 
explained. They wanted to learn the 
vital elements of the situation before 
deciding on a course of action. 

The ' monster apparently took this 
withdrawal as capitulation, and 
promptly went about its business, 
ignoring the others. The hoofs made a 
faintly disturbing clop-clop as it crossed 
the room to bend over one of the sleep- 
ing Titanians. From its snout pro- 
truded a long, thin extension that was 
almost needlelike. Before anyone could 
speak or interrupt, it was plunged into 
the throat of the Titanian ! 

Action erupted in a swift flurry 
Someone had his heat ray out in a 
flash, hurling a soundless, searing holr 
The monster doubled up in quick pain, 
nipping at the glowing spot on its 
horny hide. Then it turned, hissing 
viciously as if charged. 

Cool and efficient, Gerry instantly 
took command. 

"Concentrated heat beam," she or- 
dered calmly. "Its armor is too strong 
:or diffused rays." 

As she spoke, she had her n*-n 
veapon unsheathed and adjusted with 
■i single swift motion. While the mon- 
itor drove at them, Gerry emotionless- 
iv drilled it twice and stepped out of 
the path of the plunging body like a 
• raceful bull-fighter. It crashed against 
she front wall and collapsed, smoking 
from half a dozen heat ray blasts. 


Immediately after the bn* f ■ « fHe, 
two more ugly devils magical H tapped 
up into the room. For a moment it 
looked like real trouble in the con- 
fining, narrow room. The leading Ti- 
tanian, however, stirred restlessly and 
raised himself on one elbow. He was 
groggy, like a bear roused from hiber- 
nation. But he managed to convey by 
gestures of negatidn that Gerry and 
* the hunters were to do nothing to in- 
terrupt. Then he heavily dropped back 
on the couch and sank into a coma 
again. 

"He wants us to lay off, men," Gerry 
said in bewilderment. "Evidently this 
sort of thing goes on all the time. May- 
be he isn't being hurt, and will tell us 
about it when he awakens. This whole 
business, though — * She shook her 
head. "It absolutely beats me." 

The new monsters methodically went 
about plunging their needlelike tongues 
into the sleeping Titanians' exposed 
' throats. Gerry repressed a shudder, 
turned sharply away. ' She found Strike 
making the most of the opportunity to 
study the body of the dead one. 

"Find out anything?" 

"A little," he said abstractedly. "For 
one thing, this tonguelike jigger is 
sharp and bony. Also it's hollow, like 
a hypodermic needle. And the cheeks 
inside are lined with pouches that're 
partially filled with some oily stuff." 

Gerry forced herself to wait patient- 
ly while the ugly little monsters came 
in three relays to gouge at the necks 
of the helpless Titanians. Finally they 
disappeared for good, and the vague 
scurrying, sounds all over the city died 
away to silence. This in turn was 
broken by the double note of the deep- 
toned gong. 

The three Titanians awoke, bright- 
eyed and seemingly refreshed, to turn 
graciously again to their guests. 

CHAPTER IX 

(.hth'rrn tlj f~<-mt 


EAGERLY Gerry donned the 
thought helmet once move, plac- 
ing the corresponding helmet upf>n t*-* 
* leading Tit «u it in, Gene now wr-.f #11 
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i' - ; : hr? "f delving into the mysteries 
** ; '•. ancient and dying civilization. 
Kvtn the urgency of their terrible prc- 
t.'carncm faded momentarily before Hie 
importance of learning the queer rela- 
tionship between the TitMtiiatis and the 
monsters, 

"They are the don." cam<* the Titan- 
inn thought waves, anticipating Gerry's 
questions. "They are native to this 
world." 

"Which mean* that you're not?" 
"No. Many ages ago, the O'd Ones 
came here from a far star. There was 

death on oar original home, though i 
know little about it. When we arrived 
here, our presence was resented by the 
Gera.' But their catacombs were un- 
derground, and we did not interfere 
much with one another. Then it was 
discovered by the Gora that we people 
have a strange gland in our bodies — " 

Tie Titanian lifted his chin to ex- 
pose Ms' throat. There was an opening 
there, reddened from the recent mis- 
treatment. 

"Formerly, when our race was ex- 
panding, ntjr artisans worked miracles 
with metals by virtue of the secretion 
from this gland. N k. however, there 
is no longer any iii >• ,1 "<■ K-iki, rr-" that 
secret has been los 

A thrill of excite • • f,j;s limugh 
the Ark's crew. 

"So to us the .nd ! • "r&Hgial 
organ of no value l.ut t-> ib*. Gora, 
the secretion serv:s »ni >>•>,, 3- fo-,«i 
and drink, bnt as \\i>> !<KfU" mate- 
rial for many uses. Pi mi 1b* moment 
they teamed this, these war co"%t;uit 
warfare between its. Raiding, pities 
of the Gora would lie m wair for incau- 
tious individuals, or occasionally make 
daring night raids into otjr hcmc-«, 
Once captured, a Titanian was rarely 
seea again live. He was doomed to a 
ghastly slavery far underground, a liv- 
ing death. 

"We, in our turn, fought back with 
powerful weapons. Poison gases werv 
released in -the burro of rrv Com. 
Traps were set. But in the- end, supe- 
rior intelligence solv«t the terrible 
problem. To end the i»mi<\ oVstnictm 1 
vrarfar.', ■*•<■ as the dommjiit net msd< 
a pact with the infer Gora After 
ail .the glandular secretion wa* of 110 
f - iticular importance to Of we 


agreed that twice every phnetarv rev- 
olution we would set a.icie 3 brief 
period. 

"During that time, the Gora are per- 
mitted to come up from bd<v,v rm'.l re- 
plenish their supplies of thr -secretion. 
This period, known as the Time of 
Offering, is marked by the grent gong. 
In return, the Gora agreed to take over 
all manual duties in running the city 
and keeping it ia a fine state of repair. 
They clean our homes, operate all our 
machines, while we are free to engage 
in cultural pursuits and enjoy the more 
abundant life. Thus, by virtue of in- 
tellect, we have relegated the Gora to 
the status of our slaves, 

"Thej are utterly dependent upon 
our glandular gifts. They must ap- 
pease our every whim or suffer the con- 
sequences. We have a falling birth 
rate, which you may have guessed from 
the fact that ffce oater portions of our 
city are no longer in use. This fact 
also strengthens our dominant posi- 
tion." 

STRIKE "ami Gerry exchanged a 
long look of profound horror. 
"What a monstrous bargain !" burst 
out Gerry in dismay. 

Barrows •* r» i ' c d >.;r comfortably. 
"Why, the idiots actually think they 
put over a fast one! Why don't they 
look around s C '.n't they see the evi- 
dences of mental .and mora! decay, the 
results of easy living? Dominant race! 
The Gora. give them a few concessions 
and grab off the secretion— the moat 
precious thing they have." 

"Poor little children of Esau," said 
Gerry somberly. "They sold their 
birth right for a mess of pottage." 

Th« Titanian, able to get only Ger- 
ry'? uioughts, bowed politely. 

"1 ."-si vorry. I do not understand." 
Gcrn* removed her helmet, cradling 
it in Jn-r arm. 

*'] b?ve an orange grove back in Cali- 
fornia," she said with apparent irrelev- 
ancy, "We have a lot of trouble with 
ants.*' 

"Aunts?" qttpaei Strike, "Trouble- 
some relative*?" 

"Ants. Those creatures that get into 
cvery-»-hing with amazing persistence." 

"That describes nay female relatives, 
si right." 
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"No, I'm serious, Tommy. Ants have 
an astonishingly complicated and well 
ievelopei economy. They take plant- 
lice and carry them up to the tender 
young leaves of the citrus trees. They 
let the insect cows extract the vital 
juices of the plant. Then the ants re- 
turn and stroke them with their feelers 
to induce them to exude this juice. The 
ants promptly harveBt it and take it 
down into their formicaries. They 
handle aphides the way human beings 
handle cows, tending them and 'milk- 
ing* them. Any encroachment upon 
their little system — ladybird beetles, 
for instance, eat aphides — is met with 
fierce resistance." 

"I get the analogy. Tfait, relation- 
ship between Titanian and Gora is a 
parallel ca^e. The Gora are pmt\ ant- 
like in habits, at that. Symbiosis." 

There was a lengthy silence while 
the politely attentive Titanian looked 
from face to face, trying to interpret 
the expressions of pity and sorrow. 
Again, more heavily than ever, came 
the pressure of their desperate situa- 
tion and the need for swift action. But 
it was sharpened now by the knowledge 
that a possible solution to their troubles 
was at hand. 

Gerry slipped on her thought helmet 
again. In her most diplomatic manner, 
she began to dicker for a supply of the 
probably vital glandular secretion. The 
Titanian's answering thoughts were 
evasive, regretfully negative. With a 
great show of deprecating hand-wav- 
ing, he indicated that tins wouiJ >i 
technical violation of their pact with 
the Gora. No amount of urging or 
offers of barter could move him. 
Strike suddenly leaned over and 
napped off the switch on Gerry's bel- 
ief. 

"Before you start losing your tem- 
per," he urged, "and alienate them for 
ood — Look. It's obvious they're 
cared stiff of what the Gora might do 
m retaliation. The stuff about violat- 
ing their pact is just a pretext. And if 
they're scared, there's no persuading 
em. So I have an idea. Let's call 
this visit quits for today, and I'll tell 
yau later what I'm planning." 

The distant Sun had already disap- 
peared, and Saturn buigod low on the 
horizon. Gerry made excuses, refus- 


ing to impose upon Titanian hospitality 
further. She promised to return the 
next day to resume thi i/iu-i j sting con- 
versation. Escorted ; v -J^ unbeliev- 
ably gracious Titan iar - vhv- were visi- 
bly relieved at the change of subject, 
Gerry and her men marched toward the 
hills where their rocket ship lay. 

THE life-boat barely managed to ac- 
commodate the entire party. There 
appeared to be just sufficient fuel left 
to carry them back to the Ark, Gerry, 
before taking off, twisted around to 
speak. 

"Would it be too much to ask just 

what's on your mind, my sweet?" 

Stnkv Htc'J"d '"ij'ri*! \ht . .. . t *m, 
kitten. Hi. '(A w.iv I < .-. ,■> We 

tii-rti't MIT::? , t-t whether lh • 1) ■ , i ian 
htiA" n\U i- !;< i.i u< , lit i\. Hint 
thins v, im;,M hi<< v, Ah.'. c-at, - ..ay- 
be we'll invi- . .im> i < h.tuk ft> if 
"And liow , I v, • 1I< .] .Alt:'' 

S; nko iw I: >•'<<■'. In.-, »h'.> .. , de- 
capiiar..! h< , > _ <U ■ il-m f,j-\ ,md 
H'.i < ci ' i a! '] i " n >,iu~ r .,> -i > 1 1 . 

"Tk?i ',- > i J -.j I ■■>. . i >.«■> k-ide 
'f - i ^ +k - .1 .'i. iiin'.,, 't'll 

' .utvh U'i ' ' iMi.'. ' ,ii i i', .■-,*:•!« a 
test." 

It didn't take long, back at the Ark, 
for the chief engineer to grasp what 
was wanted. He promptly disappeared 
into the engine room with welding ap- 
paratus in one hand and a cupful of the 
all-important secretion in the other, 
searching for rotors and matrix upon 
which to experiment. A reddish glow 
flickered and shadows danced. Finally 
Baumstark reappeared. His grin was 
so wide that he dropped the oxygen 
tube from his mouth. He held up thumb 
and forefinger in a circle, squinting 
through it in glee. 

"Perfect!" he gloated. "It works 
perfectly J" 

Beyond question, the secret of the 
ancient Titanians' genius with metals 
lay in their glandular secretion, which 
acted as a miraculous flux. It lowc cd 
the melting point of neutroxite tef be- 
low beryllium's danger point, fusing 
the alloy rotors onto their matrix lc.ni- 
tlfially. 

There was a swift jphbk U" t.xp];i;s*_ 
tions from rhe fecuti t<a. • • \: 
crew m ember » who h i : -: t::y * 1 . . 1 .. ■ 
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Ark Then Baum-3t3rk powri a sombre 

qik'.'-Uun. 

"Ill need quite a lot of this stuff for 
the welding job. Can you get it?" 

"That's why I wanted to get you 
away from there before explaining my 
flan, 'Gerry" Strike said. "I was afraid 
. the Titanian might read your thoughts 
while I told you what I intend te do. 
.We'll have to scrape together every 
hypodermic syringe in the Ark, im- 
provise some if we can't find enough. 
Then back we go tomorrow. When 
the Time of Offering comes again, we 
enter and help ourselves. : 

"It must be done without the Titan- 
ians* knowledge, of course. They're 
too scared of their 'inferior* neighbors 
to risk any violation of their pact. And 
naturally we've got to give those little 
devils, the Gora, something to think 
about in the meantime." 

Excitement ran like electricity 
through the crew. Darkness came, 
' blackly impenetrable. ■ But hope, which 
had burned only as a dim spark, now 
flamed into a blazing beacon. With 
courage and skill, they might yet save 
themselves. 

"WWTTHEN dawn came, Strike laid out 
' WW his ■ plan of campaign. Gerry 
willingly let him take full command. 

There were two proton cannon in the 
Ark itself, but they were huge. In 
those days, it still t«ok a vast machine 

• to produce an effective stream of sub- 
atomic bullets. So Strike detailed one 
squad to remain with the ship, using 
the proton cannon to. protect their final 
stronghold, in case the coming war 
should be carried to that extreme. 

The last dregs of rocket fuel in the 
' life-boats had now been used up, so 
the raid had to be carried out on foot. 
Eighteen of the crew, including Gerry 
and Strike, formed themselves in 
groups of three. One was equipped 
with hypodermics and containers for 
the vital fluid, the other two armed to 
the teeth. The rest of the men made 
a skeleton squad to be posted midway 
between the Ark and the city of the 
Titanians, prepared to fight, a, rear 

* guard action if necessary, 

"This may go off quietly, without a 
hitch," said Strike. "I hope it does, 
fcur if we have to fight — and it's our 


lives we'll be fighting for — I mean ' to 
put up a real scrap." 

Timing their approach to arrive 
shortly before the morning Time of 
Oft'crin^. Gerry Carlyle and Tommy 
Stake led their little party over the . 
six miles of barren, trailless badlands 
and into the Titanian city. Though 
they were gripped by interest and ex- 
citement, their expressions demon- 
strated their grim determination to 
carry off the coup successfully. They 
knew the penalty for failure. It was 
death — if not by the Gora, then by 
scarcely less horrible thirst or starva- 
tion. There was " little water on the ' 
satellite, and the food of the Titanians 
had proved unsuited to human con- 
sumption. They had to win or die. 

Gerry was met by apparently the 
same Titanian trio who had entertained 
them the previous day. They were still 
as smiling and ingratiating as ever. A 
faint qualm stirred her conscience. 

"My only real regret," she said, "is ^ 
that we can't stay and uncover the 
secrets that lie hidden in this ancient 
city." 

"Don't forget Kurtt," reminded Tom- 
my. "He must be a third of the way 
back to Earth by now." 

"I remember. But don't worry about 
the race. We may not win, but it's a 
foregone conclusion that Kurtt won't, 
either." . ' . . 

"Your inspired logic escapes me. 
However, I agree that there's plenty 
around to interest us here. Too bad 
we can't put off this job of having to 
fight for our lives. Maybe we can re- 
turn some day and dig around a little. 
Yeah — maybe!" 


CHAPTER X 
Hotfoot on a Frigid World 


THE party was well into the occu- 
pied portion of the city. The Tt~ 
tauian • began gently hinting by .signs 
that he wished to communicate throug h 
the thought helmet. Strike quickly as- 
signed each squad to a street-level 
apartment, urging them to be alert for 
the signal. Oxygen bottles were fast- 
ened to the men's belts to leave their 
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hands free. The dull booming sound ©f 
'.he gong came at once, 

The Titanians as usual conveyed in- 
finite regret that they should be forced 
to leave their guests. It was n rude- 
ness that pained them deeply. Strike 
bowed and waved his hands under- 
:-tandingly, watched them disappear. 

"Now!" he shouted. 

The squads scattered on their as- 
signments. Strike, Gerry and young 
Barrows darted into the nearest apart- 
ment. The Titan ians had already com- 
posed themselves in their deep slumber. 

Swiftly Gerry whipped out an enor- 
mous hypodermic and went to work. 
While Barrows held the container, she 
shot stream after stream of the sticky 
ichor into it, exsiccating the gland. 
Strike seized the smallest piece of fur- 
niture in the room, a queer device 
shaped somewhat like a piano ' stool. 
He strode to the hole in the floor and 
listened. 

Like a ' distant waterfall came the 
rush of thousands of little feet. The 
miniature thunder rolled nearer and 
nearer. Then he heard something 

scrambling just beyond the limit of his 
vision in the black ph. A horrid snout 
poked sharply into view — 

"Down you go I" shouted is-.rike, 

He slammed down the st-'osl-iL-...' 
traption on the protruding htv 1 Th-.' 
Gora vanished with an aguniii-l ht>,» 
The hole was completely U'.t'-zcu ><y 
the stool. 

Gerry and Barrows glanced about 
apprehensively. Reassured by Strike's 
confident grimace, they turned to the 
second sleeping Titanian. Urn"- : n.-ath 
the stool a Gora was hammer .r.^ ,<mi 
pushing, but they were no match far 
Strike's weight and strength One 
bony, needlelike tongue jabb. : h rir 
through the bottom of the obstruction. 
Strike promptly snapped it off with a 
vicious blow. 

All over the city now, the sounds of 
uproar began. The Gora who had been 
blockaded had evidently spread the 
news. Enraged monsters were erupt- 
ing from unclosed holes and converging 
upon the source of the disturbance. Just 
as Gerry started to work upon the third 
of the Titanians, four of the baasts 
rushed through the doorway, hissing 
with fury. 


Strike calmly picked up a huge table 
and with one hand scaled it across the 
room. The resulting carnage gave him 
a lot of pleasure. He sat upon the 
up-ended stool, still blocking the hole, 
and drew two guns. 

"What was that yarn about the tai- 
lor's boy who killed seven with one 
blow? I'm not doing so badly myself." 

His heat ray licked out once, twice. 
For the time being, six dead Gara ef- 
fectively barricaded the entrance. Ger- 
ry hurriedly finished her work, tossed 
the hypodermic aside. Barrows sealed 
the precious can of fluid. 

"All set?" asked Strike reluctantly. 

As Gerry nodded, the reptilian tan- 
gle of dead bodies burst inward under 
a new assault. Gora began to stream 
in. ■ Coolly the three began to fire, 
backing toward a window that led to 
the street. The deadly sniping quickly 
stalled the attack. The odor of burn- 
ing flesh filled the room. The Titan- 
ians, aroused by the clamor, . lurched 
about Still half -asleep, they wrung 
their hands in futile distress. 

BAKkOWS slipped through the 
wirdov first. His disappearance 
',v3i mas Red by an exclamation of pain 
and <;n»cr, Gerry and Strike, piling 
rough after him, found the lieutenant 
b:<rt!in<T ferociously. Blood streamed 
from a slash across his forehead and 
vvelled slowly from two stabs on his 
left arm. He was encircled by twitch- 
ing, dead and dying Gora. 

The remaining squads from the Aik 
were converging rapidly upon the cen- 
tral rendezvous, fighting deadly rear- 
guard actions. Swiftly Strike counted 
his forces. 

"Only seventeen !" he snapped. 
"Who's missing f* 

It was Krariz, a veteran of the Car- 
lyle adventures from the very first ex- 
pedition. Dead or not, he couldn't be 
left behind. Without a backward 
glance, Strike asked which apartment 
Kranz had been in. Then he yelled a 
fierce battle-cry. 

"Come on, gang. Let's go 1" 
In a single mighty bound, he leaped . 
clear over the encircling Gora and 
dashed for the indicated building. He 
vanished inside. ' After momenta r*. Imi- 
tation, four of the crew jumped after 
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him. The structure trembled with the 
fury of the battle within. Then Strike 
reappeared with the bleeding, semi- 
conscious Kramz over one shoulder. 

The additional weight made it im- 
possible for Strike to return by jump- 
ing over the enemy, But' he peeled 
back his hps in a fighting snarl and 
rushed with reckless fury, Ms two guns 
spitting deadly heat beams. For a 
minute the Gora seemed on the verge 
of overwhelming him. But just before 
they succeeded, they broke in confused 
panic before the advance of that ter- 
rible engine of destruction. They fled, 
hissing and squealing. 

Strike and the others rejoined Gerry. 
Kranz still dangled over his shoulder. 

"Now's our chance," panted Strike, 
between draughts from his oxygen bot- 
tle. "Make our run for it while they're 
disorganized. Ready? What* s the mat- 
ter with you?" 

Gerry stood staring at Strike with 
her lips parted, her eyes shining. She 
was experiencing that strange emotion 
— a compound of awe, fright and ad- 
miration — that every woman knows 
when she sees the man she loves in 
two-fisted action. 

"Anything wrong Y' «! t m a n <1 c d 
Strike. 

"No, Tommy," she replied obedi- 
ently. 
"Then get going." 
"Yes, Tommy." 

Gerry led the way, out of the city. 
They ran laxly, with the gliding, 
ground-hugging stride, that saves en- 
ergy and covers space on low-gravity 
worlds. They crossed the plain and 
were well into the hills, within sight 
of the small party waiting there, before 
the Gora took up the chase. Without 
pause, Gerry's group kept right on go- 
ing. It was their first and only duty 
to get the flux back to the Ark. 

Twenty minutes of steady jogging 
brought them three miles of the way. 
Exhausted, they called a brief halt. 
Flinging themselves down on the 
ground, they sucked at their oxygen 
bottles avidly. But the bottles had 
been drawn upon heavily during the 
mad flight across Titan. Now they 
were nearly empty. . Everyone made 
the discovery at once. Promptly they 
closed the valves, consciously forcing 


themselves to modulate their heavy 
breathing. It was not too successful 
A dozen ordinary breaths left their 
lungs starving for oxygen. 

Strike rose slowly. 

"No time for rest, I guess. My fault 
for not caching a supply of bottles on 
the trail somewhere. Got to kqep mov- 
ing as long as possible. Save as much 
oxygen as you can for a final dash." 

THEY were still one-fourth of the 
way from the ship when the em- 
bacrlfcd rear-guard caught up with 
them. Blue-faced from lack of oxygen, 
not one of them was without wounds. 
They had been trapped in a cul-de-sac 
and forced to storm their way out. 
Without oxygen reserves, and bleeding 
from cuts, they were staggering in the 
final stages of exhaustion. 
^ Nor was there any respite at hand. 
In the near distance rose a towering 
column of dust in the breathless air, 
kicked up by hundreds of enraged Gora. 
The monsters stampeded along the trail 
to avenge the death of their kind and 
wipe out the intruders who threatened 
to upset their tight litle economy. 

As if the danger were not serious 
enough, the rear-guard leader injected 
another menace into the situation. 

"Our heat ray guns, Miss Carlyle," 
he gasped. "They're running low. The 
beams are weak. Have any spares?" 

A quick check-up showed that no 
one had any spares, and the guns of the 
main party were also found to be nearly 
exhausted. Strike shifted the burden 
of Kranz from one ' shoulder to the 
other. 

"Well, Gerry, what do you do in that 
orange orchard of yours when the ants 
get as bad as this?" he asked. 

"We put a patented device around 
the trunks of the trees, impregnated 
with something the ants can't cross 
over," Gerry said thoughtfully. "Sort 
of they-shall-not-pass strategy." 

She paused, trembling on the verge 
of an idea. They were approaching a 
narrow defile between steep cliffs. On 
the farther side of this would be the 
open plain leading to the Ark. If they 
could somehow block that defile— 

"Of course!" yelped Strike. "We'll 
give 'em a super-colossal hotfoot !" 

Everyone stared at him as if he had 
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gone insane. But he herded the 'party 
quickly down the canyon, stopping Just 
beyond the narrowest part. 

"With the remaining energy in our 
guns, we couldn't begin to annihilate 
the Gora," he panted. "But we can lay 
down - an impassable barrier. Look 1" 

He aimed a continuous blast at the 
rocky canyon bottom. The lavalike stuff 
smoked faintly, began to glow. Finally 
it bubbled and heaved like a mud gey- 
ser as it became molten. The effort 
completely emptied Strike's weapon. 
He cast it aside.' But the others had 
caught on. Recklessly they poured 
their heat rays along the rough rock 
floor, from one side of the passage to 
the other. They made a complete band 
about five feet wide, extending from 
cliff to cliff, of seething lava. When 
their guns were useless, the party with- 
drew to a safe distance to watch. 

The vanguard of the Gora raced into 
sight, pouring down the narrowing V- 
shaped gap toward the bubbling ribbon 
of doom. When they were almost upon 
the boiling magma, the leaders skidded 
to a halt, hissing shrilly. But those be- 
hind were unable to see any icason iut 
stopping. They piled into the ledJeis 
with irresistible momentum. Ail or 
them sank waist-deep in the molten 
rock. Squealing hideously, they writhed 
in brief torture. 

■ A cloud of steaia quickly rose, merci- 
fully hiding the slaughf ,*t\ Louder and 
shriller came the shrieks *>i the dun^ 
Gora as hundreds, blinded l>y the ate dm 
and their own insensate j ushvd 

headlong to an awful death. 

*£TRIKE, - first to find his voice, 
4^ \V.i?d above the noise. 

"Better move on, gang. That stufTIl 
cool and some of 'em will get through." 

Tearing themselves from the horrid- 
ly tascmating scene, the hunters walked 
slowly way. They reached the Ark 
without further incident. 

Their first action was to fling them- 
selves down in the recreation room, seal 
themselves in tight, and literally bathe 
in blessed oxygen. Even Kranz, serious- 
ly though not fatally wounded, crave-1 
to saturate himself with oxygen eve.i 
before going to the infirmary. Breath- 
ing easily was the most important im- 
mediate reward of their victory. 


For two Titgnian days and nights, 
rotating shafts of fager workers kept 
the shriek ot welding and the elan go* of 
hammers going almost without 'ceasing. 
At decreasing interv..*-, marauding 
bands of Gora came snooping around. 
But a blast of the proton cannon quick- 
ly discouraged their taste for this sort 
of entertainment The last few hours 
of labor were without interruption of 
any kind. 

Finally the centrifuge was repaired 
and new plates had been installed to 
make the engine rooms air-tight once 

■ more. As Gerry prepared to depart, she 
felt a curious mixture of relief and re- 
luctance. 

She had no fear that the Titanians 

would suffer because of human inter- 

■ ference. The Gora were, indeed, too de- 
pendent upon the Titanians to avenge 
themselves upon their hosts. But there 
was so much to be learned, so many 
mysteries unsolved, so great a story yet 
untold ! She wished they could remain 
and solve the mysteries. Perhaps they 
could even assist the likable Titanians 
t.j break loose from the invisible chains 
•. faicfc bound them to their parasitic 
: .. afters. 

instead, though, they had to leave at 
once. There was the matter of Kurtt, 
and Von Zorn, and their livelihood was 
in the balance. Yes, there was a score 
to be settled here, and the sooner the 
Vtter. Maybe they coukl return some 
time. But now — 

Ports clanged shut. The rotors be- 
yan to whine in rising crescendo to "a 
? hi a whistle that passed beyond the 
range of human ears. The Ark trem- 
bled, then rose in a breath-taking 
swoop. There were some doubtful mo- 
ments among the engineers as they ap- 
prehensively watched the results of 
their welding. But no signs of strain 
developed. The patched centrifuge 
seemed as good as new. 1 

"Full speed ahead!" came Gerry's 
command. 

The Ark began to accelerate rapidly. 
Titan fell away, dropping to the size 
of a baseball, a marble, a pinpoint of 
lij.ht that was ultimately obscured. Sa- 
turn itself began to shrink, as if being 
squeezed by the encircling rings. The 
A rk began to approach a speed of thou- 
sands of miles per mature. ■ 
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Still the relentless acceleration con- 
ttnuvd. There was no fuel supply to 
v. y about. Gerry could call upon the 
almost infinite power of centrifugal 
force to drive them faster and ever 
faster through the ■ vacuum of inter- 
planetary space. 

Gerry had no intention of coasting. 
Mechanical breakdown under the terri- 
fic drive was the only hazard. Carefully 
calculating the staying powers of her 
centrifuges under continual stress, she 
decided the risk was not too great, con- 
sidering the prize at stake. So the 
Speed was built up beyond anything 
ever achieved by ordinary rocket ships 
dependent upon atomic fuel. Jupiter 
loomed on the starboard, with its lock 
of scattered ■ satellites, then quickly 
dropped behind. 


CHAPTER XI 

7 he Price of X'ictorv 


DAYS passed into weeks as the Ark 
continued her furious rush 
through space. The asteroid belt pre- 
sented its hazardous barrier. But Gerry, 
disdaining to go cautiously above or 
below, plowed straight through. 

It was a hectic stretch, with alarm 
bells ringing and the ship's lights dim- 
ming constantly as the repelling screen 
took the juice. . But the Ark negotiated 
this cosmic blast and fled onward. 

Finally the yellow-green speck that 
was Earth grew larger, easily visible 
m a disk to the naked eye. Worry be- 
gan to seep through the crew as they 
neared the end of the journey. Despite 
their tremendous dash, they still had 
not seen any sign of Professor Erasmus 
Kurtt. 

Had he already returned in triumph? 
If so, the belated appearance of the Ark. 
laggard and empty, would result in 
humiliation beyond endurance. Gerry's 
hot-headedly • taunting speech had 
burned all her bridges. She would be 
the laughing-stock of the System. Strike 
finally voiced his doubt. 

"Seems to me, Gerry, we should've 
caught up to Kurtt by now. Maybe he's 
already home. Or maybe lie cracked up 
somewhere. Maybe we ought to've 


picked up another dermaphos on Sa- 
turn before leaving. Maybe — " 

"Maybe you think Kurtt will win this 
race. I admit he must have pushed 
along pretty fast to have kept ahead of 
us this far. You can take my word for 
it, Tommy. We'll find him utterly help- 
less, probably revolving around the 
Moon as a satellite." 

Strike gaped stupidly at this calm 
statement of authority. But his aston- 
ishment was nothing compared with 
the emotions he felt when they came 
within telescope range of the Moon. 
They began decelerating with body- 
wracking speed. They had seen Profes- 
sor Kurtt's space shipt Its glassed-in 
section was unmistakable. The ship 
was spinning futilely about the Moon 
in a eccentric orbit, elongated by the 
strong pull of Earth. 

Strike turned toward his fiancee, de- 
manding fiercely ; 

"All right, all right ! Never mind the 
laughs. Explain this, will you? How 
did you know? What's happened to 
Kurtt?" 

Gerry controlled her delight long 
enough to elucidate. 

"It s so simple, Tommy. It all hinges 
on one of the first principles of our craft 
— study your specimens. Kurtt didn't. 
He let us do all the work, then simply 
helped himself to a monster he knew 
nothing about. One thing he didn't 
know was that the dermaphos needs 
uranium for its metabolism. He stored 
away a haphazard mess of vegetation 
for it to feed on, as we could see when 
he stole our dermaphos. But only a 
small percentage was that cabbage- 
shaped thing with the uranium salts de- 
posits. 

"Then he put our dermaphos in the 
glass showcase of his, where it was ex- 
posed to the full sunlight for many 
days. What happened ? Well, the meta- 
bolism of the creature, accustomed to a 
minimum of sunshine, was stepped up 
tremendously. He became ravenous. He 
ate up all the vegetation and probably 
all the other Saturnian specimens in the 
hold. But a dermaphos can't utilize this 
food without the catalytic assistance of 
uranium salts. 

"He sensed the presence, probably by 
its radiation, of the Uranium Two- 
thirty-five in the nearby fuel hoppers. 
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1 know the construction ot th<* ty^r uf 
ship Kurtt uses. Between the hold and 
the fuel hoppers, there's only a light 
door. The dermaphos, grown* v >k- re 
active under stimulus of the sunshine, 
can easily smash it. It doesn't take 
much Two-thirty-five to operate a 
rocket ship, so the dermaphos finished 
it off in a few mouthfuls. 

"Kurtt is left with just the fuel re- 
maining in the firing chambers and 
feeder tubes, not enough to decelerate 
for a landing on Earth. The best he can 
possibly do is fall into a braking orbit 
around the Moon, ultimately swinging 
around it as a satellite." 

43 TM1KE stared at Gerry in exaspera- 
lor tion, resenting her omniscience. 
Yet she was apparently correct. If so, 
it was certainly a huge joke. ■ He began 
to chuckle. "So that's why you laughed 
when he took our dermaphos I Well, I 
hope you're right, smartie." 

There was excitement when the Ark 
finally drifted past the Moon toward 
Kurtt's helpless ship. Several private 
yachts and little sputtering spaceabouts 
were circling around like crows after a 
hawk. The space taxis traveling from 
Hollywood on the Moon to the big 
bloated gambling ships detoure 
their passengers could get a look at the 
phenomenon. 

They all scattered wildly \ ' " 
mighty Ark eased into position beside 
Kurtt's rocket. 

"Kurtt will be having conniptions 
about now," Gerry said, "He can't win 
the race unless he returns under his 
own power, and he can't, do that unless 
lie has someone bring him extra fuel. 
That, of course, would be contrary to 
the terms of the contest." 

Deftly she maneuvered alongside the 
glassed-in hold. It was empty of life, 
animal or vegetable. She had been right 
about the appetite of the dermaphos. 
Presently Professor Kurtt himself ap- 
peared at one of the forward portholes. 
He stared at the Ark like a murderer 
who looks upon the ghost of V? vi>+t«n 
Stark terror bulged his eye.. i)h 1 / 
motioned vigorously for lirn i-i 1 > 
the ravaged hold and am* k.i 
crew of the Ark to make c< "v,ni h. 1 • 

Kurtt refused in panton: >' L , 
casually pushed the button v,/r< \ uino- 


matically slid the proton cannon f-w; 
the concealed ports. In full view, they 
pointed directly at the hull of -Kurtt's 
ship. Kurtt grudgingly obeyed. He ap- 
peared in a pressure suit and assisted 
his men. in joining the two ships by the 
contact tube. Gerry led her crew into 
Kurtt's ship. Fully dressed in pressure 
suits, they entirely ignor ugly 
looks and mutteringB from Kurtt's men. 
She found her dermaphos in the fuel 
compartment, 

Promptly she gas-bombed it into a 
coma, strapped the gravity plates 
around it, and transferred it to the Ark. 
The pressure there had once again been 
built up to resemble Saturnian condi- 
tions. 

Then she peremptorily ordered Pro- 
fessor Erasmus Kurtt to come at once 
to the control room of the Ark. Kurtt 
came reluctantly, shucking off his 
pressure suit at Gerry's comnui' J. The 
girl and Strike stood atari rj; at him 
balefully in silence. Kurtt gr. sv visibly 
more nervous by the moment, 

"You're taller than I am." Tummy 
said at last. "Almost as he...y. fi ll be 
a fairly even match.'* 

Kurtt gulped and whined a feeble 
prote - u> 1 cut him short. 

"Just a question or two, Professor. 
You have any objections to our a-aaim- 
ing our dermaphos? Laws «i salvage, 
you know." 

Her voice was bitter-sweet, but 
Kurtt shook his head in mute fright. 

"Do these jackals" — she waved at the 
bunch of curiosity-seekers hovering 
about — "know anything what hap- 
pened? Could they have seen the der- 
maphos ? Have you communicated with 
anyone since you ran out of fuel?" 

"N-no. No one knows anything. I 
was t-trying to f-figure out a way to get 
t-iu Fdrto." 

The girl smiled in complacent satis- 
faction. 

"That fortunate circumstance may 
save you a lot of grief. We might not 
even have to air this matter in a court 
of law. And now, Tomitv.- : f thi-.k the 
• i *a uf this case is in your department" 

TUMMY escorted Kurtt into an- 
other room and closed the door. > 
ktintij his words came through the 
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"V-i. Jthbfrately wrecked our ship 
in mid- space, stole the fruits of our 
labor, and calmly left us to die. Don't 
get the idea that we don't like you, 
Kurtt, We just think you're a louse. 
IM» J Il hurt you more than it hurts 
'in©-"'* . 

There was the sound of a hard ist 
striking bone. Then there was tumult. 
Gerry cocked an ear critically and 
turned to the visiphone to put in a call 
to Hollywood on the Moon. Von Zorn 
was not there, but the call was trans- 
ferred to the California offices. Present- 
ly the simian features of the great Von 
Zorn — the little Napoleon of the film in- 
dustry — glowered trotn the telescreen. 

"So It's you !" he snapped, staring at 
her under lowered brows. "From the 
reports I been getting of such excite- 
ment at the Moon, I should've guessed 
as much." 

"Don't you want to know what hap- 
pened?" asked Gerry with suspicious 
sweetness, 

"Ml right. So what goes on? Where's 
that dog, Kurtt?" ' 

Carefully sparing no single detail, 
Gerry told the story of Kurtt's dastard- 
ly trick. Throughout the recital. Von 
Zorn's face turned crimson, then pasty 
, white, then a peculiar shade of puce. 

"Lord!" he groaned, fully realizing 
what it might mean to him if the 
murderous behavior of his candidate 
became known to the public. "I — I — 
So help me, I didn't authorize him to do 
any such thing as that. With me, it 
was supposed to be just a race, on the 
square. Honest P 

Gerry sadistically enjoyed the spec- 
tacle of Von Zorn squirming and per- 
spiring. Then she said regretfully : 

"Yes, I know it uta; ( ti«t Kurtt's 
idea." ■ 

The relief on the man's face was 
comical. 

"Well, then," he barked, "I give up 
Kurtt. Of him I wash my hands. Ab- 
solutely—-" 

"Ah, ah. Not so fast. I know you 
don't play dirty, but does the world 
know it?" 

Von Zorn's complexion was in a con- 
stant state of fluX. Now it became pale 
again. ■ . • • 

"But— but you wouldn't- break that 
story when It would ruin me unjustly ! 


Come, now. I know you better than 
that. You're too much of a lady I" * 

"I am not. And only one thing mil 
prevent * me from telling the whole 
story. IH let you have an armistice on 

"Why—why that's blackmail r 

"It is, isn't it?" she agreed pleasantly. 
"Are you going to pay?" 

"Okay," Von Zorn groaned. "So 
what's the price?" 

"A huge banquet in my honor tomor- 
row night. Tommy, the crew and I are 
to be guests of honor. You will be the 
host." 

Von Zorn buried his face in bis hands 
at the thought of this humiliation. 

"There must be flowers, motion pic- 
ture celebrities, and newscasters," 
Gerry continued remorselessly. "The 
speech of the evening will be made by 
you, sating humble-pie. You will stress 
the fact that not only have I brought 
home the dermaphos, but also your 
entry in the competition. I am bring- 
ing back Erasmus Kurtt — " 

She turned as the door opened and 
Tommy Strike entered. He was slight- 
ly bruised. ' Behind him he dragged a 
shapeless bundle, which he laid at 
Gerry's feet with the proud expression 
of a cat bringing something for its 
young. She examined the repulsive 
thing briefly. 

"Yea." Gerry turned back to the tele- 
screen. "We're bringing Kurtt back 
alive." 

Von Zorn moaned in protest. 

"I can't do it.. It ain't human. It's f 
cruel." 

Gerry was adamant. 

"Yes or no? After all, I'm letting 
you down. plenty- easy,** . 

Von Zorn braced himself visibly. 

"All right. . This once maybe I can 
do it. But if it kills me from shame, I'd 
hate to live with your conscience." 

jpERRY CARLYLE and Von Zorn 
WW traded long, silent looks over 
thousands of miles of space, via the 
visiphone. Slowly Gerry smiled. 

"You're a pretty good loser, at that," 
she said. 

Von Zorn grimaced, remembering 
what Gerry could have done to him if 
she had been at all vindictive. 
■ "And you're not such a bad winner. 
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■But this is only one round, I ain't lost 
yet. Next time, maybe, huh?" 

Gerry smiled with scornful superior- 
ity, 

"Just keep on swinging, little man. 
Some day you'll learn you're fighting 
out of your class. Well, see you to- 
morrow sight.** She snapped the screen 
to darkness and turned to Strike. "And 
that is that." • 

"Not quite," contradicted Strike. 


"Have you forgotten the proper fade- 
out to every melodrama, after the forces 
of evil have been defeated and the vil- 
lain properly thrashed?" 

Gerry ■ smiled tantalizingly. Tommy 
shoved the battered Kurtt aside with 
one foot and seized his fiancee. There 
was a struggle, but it was quite brief. 
It ended in a well known gesture of 
mutual affection between the male and 
the female of the human species. 
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| HE afternoon 
Rocket Express 

train from Chi- 
cago ■ cam* into the 
station, a-i>.' t ^epped 
off. U v h a v, .f-m 
Spring day. The little 
town of Elkhart, In- 
diana , sprawled lazily 
»- Y ; "/* " wrf"; the golden sn^- 
, V* shine. - •!,■*<•.'• I 

along quiet, -.ic - shaded streets tow^i- 
Cusl&n ir u"|;;n-t«iy School for Boys, 

Bei<-f f i h -a #one far, I was discov- 
1-1 td hr ih: ■ ren playing here and 
there. VV1':) cf... dogs, they forrwit ... 
shrill, raucous procession behind me. 
Some, of the dogs growled, as they 
might at a wild animal. Housewives 
looked from their windows and gasped. 

So the rumors they had heard were 
true. The new teacher at Caslon was 
a Martian ! 

I suppose I am grotesquely alien to 
human eyes, extremely tall and Incredi- 
bly thin. In fact, 1 am seven feet tall, 
with what have often been described as 
broomstick arms 'and spindly legs. On 
an otherwise scrawny body, only the 
Martian chest is filled out, in compari- 
son with Earth peep':*- i va essed 
in a cotton Mobo.m; that dangled from 
my mrrnw shoulders to my bony 
ankk-:.. Chm-.M style, I understand. 

Thus fai i am pseudo-human. I • 
tht >.eei, j t-i rtian is alien, from t'. ■ 
Earth f-U-v, fi .nt. Two lc... : '•utac'i 
from the back of my shoulders hang t > 
my kaeei, appendages that have r 
vanished in Martian evolution ike 1 
human tail. The top of my- skill 
bulging and hairless, except for a frin. 


of silver-white fur above large conch- 
shaped ears. Two wide-set owlish eyes, 
nerous nose and a tiny mouth com- 
plete my features. All my skin Is 

leatt r . and tanned a .deep mahogany 
by the Sun of our cloudless Martian 
skies. 

Timidl, 1 Mopped before the gates 
of Caslon }"rep and looked within the 
grounds. The spectacles on my large 
oose were cup-shaped and of tinted 
c lass that cut down the unnatural glare 
the brighter, hotter Sen. 1 felt my 
shoulders drooping wearily from the 
tug of more than twice the gravity to 
which j v .is conditioned. 

Lut<"h however, I bad brought leg- 
brace- Concealed by my long robe, 
they ingenious devices of light 

metal, bracing the legs ' against strain. 
They had been expensive— no less than 
f«>i * / mptv — but they were worth 
even that much. 

Gripping my cane and duffle-bag, 1 
prepared to step into the sanctuary of 
the school grounds. It looked so green 
and inviting in there, like a canalside 
park. It would be a relief to escape from 
those Earth children. They had taken to 
tossing pebbles at me, and some of the 
canines had snapped at my heels. Of 
course I didn't blame them, nor must 
I resent the unwelcome stares I had felt 
all around me, from adult Earthlings. 
Afur all, I was an alien. 

I STEPPED forward, between the 
ites. At least here, in the school 
lad hired me to teach, I would be 
■• ted in a more friendly fashion. . . « 

l.'.e hiss of a thousand snakes filled 
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the air, 1 reacted violently, dropping 
my bag and clamping my two hands 
around my upraised cane. For a mo- 
ment I was back on Mars, surrounded 
by a nest of killer-snakes from the vast 
deserts. I must beat them off with my 
cane I 

But wait. This was Earth, where 
snakes were a minor class of creature, 
and mainly harmless. I relaxed, then, 
panting. The horrible, icy fear drained 


away. Perhaps you human beings can 
never quite know the paralyzing dread 
we have of snakes. 

Then I heard a new sound, one th",\x 
cheered me somewhat. 

A group of about fifty laughing boys 
trooped into view, from where they 
had been hidden behind the stone wail 
circling Caslon's campus. They had 
made the hissing sound, aft a boyish 
prank. How foolish of me to let go of 


THRILLING WOMBEM STORIES 


: < ■ <-r, I thought wryly. 

i niiled at the group m greeting, for 
tlii'-r- v,nre the boys f would teach. 

I itii Professor Mun Zeerohs, your 
jicv teacher," 1 introduced myself in 
what, compared with the human tone,, 
is a reedy voice. "The Sun shine upon 
you. Or, in your Earthly greeting, I 
am happy to meet you," 

Grins answered me. And then mur- 
murs arose. 

"It talks, fellows." 

"Up from the canals !" 

"Is that thing alive?" ' 

One of the boys stepped forward. He 
was about sixteen, with blue eyes that 
were mocking. 

"I'm Tom ■ Blaine, senior classman. 
Tell me, sir, is it true that Mars is in- 
habited?" . " 

It ■ was rather a cruel reception, 
though merely another prank. I waved 
my two tentacles in distress for a mo- 
ment, hardly knowing what to do or 
say next. 

"Boys,? Gentlemen!" 

A grown man with gray hair came 
hurrying up from one of the buildings. 
The boys parted to let him through. 
He extended a hand to me, introducing 
himself. 

"Robert Graham, Dean of Caslon. 
You're Professor Mua Zeerohs, of 
course." He turned, facing the group 
reprovingly. "This is your new instruc- 
tor, gentlemen. He will teach inter- 
planetary history and the Martian lan- 
guage." 

A groan went up. I knew why, of 
course. The Martian tongue has two 
ctse> endings to every one in Latin. 

"Now, gentlemen, this is for your 
own good," Dean Graham continued 
sternly. "Remember yourmanners. I'm 
sure youH like our new professor — " 

"I'm sure we won't !" It was Tom 
Blaine again. Behind him, an air of 
hostility e placed the less worrisome 
mockery. "We've never had a Martian 
teacher before, and we don't want one !" 

"Don't want one?" The dean was 
more aghast than I. 

Mf r.'ther says Martians are 
cowards," Tom Blaine continued 
loudly. "He ought to know. He's in 
the Space Patrol. He says that in the 
War, the Martians captured Earthroen 
and cut them to pieces slowly. First 


their -hands, then— " '■ . 

"Nonsense P Dean Graham snapped., 
"Besides, the War w ovrt*. Martians 
are in the Space Patrol, too. Now no 
more argument. Go to your dormkory. 
Professor Zeerohs will toepn conduct- 
ing class tomorrow monung. Oscar, 
take the professor's bag to his quar- 
ters." 

^IfcSCAR, the school's menial robot, 
"J' obediently stalked forward and 
picked up the bag. Somehow, I felt 
almost a warm tide of friendship for 
the robot. In Itis mechanical, rudimen- 
tary reflex mind, it was all the same to 
him — Martian or Earthman. He made 
no discrimination against me, as these 
human boys did. 

As Oscar tunned, Tom Blaine stood 
as though to block the way. Having 
his orders, the robot brushed past him. 
A metal elbow accidentally jabbed the 
boy in the ribs. Deciding against grab- 
bing the bag away from steel fingers, 
Tom Blaine picked up a stone and flung 
it clanging against the robot's metal 
body. Another dent was added to the 
many I could see over Oscar's shiny 
form. 

The rebellion was over — for the time 
being. 

I realized that the boys were still 
hostile as I followed the dean to his 
rooms. My shoulders seemed to droop 
a little more. 

"Don't mind them," the dean was 
saying apologetically. "They're usually 
outspoken at that age. They've never 
had a Martian teacher before, you see." 

"Why have you engaged one for the 
first time?" I asked. 

Graham answered half patronizingly, 
half respectfully. 

"Many other schools have tried Mar- 
tian teachers, and found them highly 
satisfactory." He didn't think it neces- 
sary to add, "And cheaper." 

I sighed. Times had been hard on 
Mars latth . with so many dust storms 
raging up and down the canal regions, 
withering the crops. This post on 
Earth, though at a meager salary, was 
better than utter poverty, f v.,.? old 
and could live cheaply. Quite a few 
Martians had been drifting to Earth, 
since the War. By nature, we are docile, 
Industrious, intelligent, and make de- 
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pendable teachers, engineers, chemists, 
artists. 

"They always haze the new teach- 
ers/* Dean Graham said, - smiling un- 
easily, "Your first class is at mine 
o'clock tomorrow morning. Interplan- 
etary History." 

Freshened after a night's sleep, I en- 
tered the class room with enthusiasm 
for ' my new job. A hundred cold, un- 
friendly eyes watched me with terrify- 
ing intensity. '" : 

"Good morning," I greeted as 
warmly as I could. 

* "Good morning, Professor Zero!" a 
chorus bellowed back, startling me. 

So the hazing campaign was still on. 
No, I wouldn't correct them. After all, 
even the Martian children I had taught 
had invariably tagged ' me with that 
name. 

I glanced around the room, approv- 
ing its high windows and controlled 
sunlight. My eyes came to rest on the 
blackboard behind me. A chalk draw- 
ing occupied its space. It depicted, with 
some skill, a Martian crouching behind 
an Earthman. Both were members of 
the Space Patrol and apparently were 
battling some space desperado. It was 
young Tom Blaine's work, no doubt. 
His father claimed all Martian £ ;«.< I- 
cowards and weaklings. 

MY leathery face showed little of 
my feelings as I erased the hu- 
miliating sketch. Ignoring the snickers 
behind me, ■ I grasped two pieces of 
chalk in both tentacles, writing with 
one and listing dates with the other. 

1945 — Discovery of anti-grav force, on Earth 

1955— Firat space flight 

1978— Earthmen claim all planets 

1 992 — Pioneer- wave to Mars 

2011— Rebellion and war 

2019 — Mara wins freedom 

2040 — Earth-Mars relations friendly today 

"Interplanetary History," I began my 
lecture, "centers about these dates and 
events. Not till Nineteen fifty-five were 
Earth people assured that intelligent 
beings had built the mysterious canals 
of Mars. Nor were we Martians posi- 
tive till then that the so-called Winking 
Lights of your cities at night denoted 
the handiwork of - thinking creatures. 


The exploring Earthmen ot the last 
century found only the Martians equal 
to them in intelligence. Earth has its 
great cities, and Mars has its. ".rat 
canal-system, built ten thousand Mar- 
tian years ago. Civilization began on 
Mars fifty centuries previous to that, 
before the first glimmering of it on 
Earth—" 

"See, fellows?" Tom Blaine inter- 
rupted loudly. "I told you all they like 
to do is rub that in." He became mock ■■ 
ingly polite. "Please, sir, may I ask 
why you brilliant Martians had to wait 
for Earthmen to open up space travel?" 

I was shocked, but managed to atv 
swer patiently. 

; "We ran out of metal deposits fur 
building, keeping our canals in impair. 
Our history has been a constant strug- 
gle against the danger of extinction, In 
fact, when Earth pioneers mig: uted m 
Nineteen ninety-two, it was just in time 
to patch up the canals and stave off a 
tremendous famine for Mars." 

"And that was the appreciation Earth 
got," the boy charged bitterly. "Rebel- 
lion!" 

"You forget that the Earth pioneers 

> " "hi started the rebellion against 
taxation, and fought side by sids? with 

us—** 

"They were traitors," he stated 
bluntly. 

I hurdled the point, and continued 
the lecture. 

"Mars won its independence after a 
nine-year struggle — " 

Again I waif interrupted. 

"Not won. Earth granted indepen- 
dence, though it could havt wan 
easily." 

"At any rate," I resumed quietly. 
"Earth and Mars today, in Twenty- 
forty, are amicable, and have forgotten 
that episode." ■ ~ 

"We haven't forgotten!" Tom Blame 
cried angrily. "Every true Earthman 
despises Martians." 

He sat down amidst a murrrur of 
defiant approval from the others. I 
knew my tentacles hung limply. How 
aggressive and intolerant Earth people 
were ! It accounted for their domination 
of the Solar System. A vigorous, push- 
ing race, they sneered at the Martian 
ideals of peaceful ' culture. Their 
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pirates. legal and otherwise, still 
roairie-J the spaccways for loot, 

f"OUNG Tom Blaine was represen- 
tative of the rpce. He was deter- 
mined to make things so miserable here 
for me that I would quit. He was the 
leader of the upper-class boys. Strange, 
that Earthpeople always follow one 
who is, not wise, hut merely compelling. 
There would have to be a test of au- 
thority, I told myself with a sinking 
heart, 

"1 am the teacher," I reminded Mm. 

"You are the pupil, Mr. Blaine." 

"Oh, yes, air," he retorted in false 
humility. "But you'd better teach his- 
tory right, Professor Nothing, or not 
at all!" 

I hastily switched to the Martian 
language. 

"The Martian language as is well 
known, is today the official language o! 
science and. trade/* 1 west on guard- 
edly. "Through long usage, the tongue 
. has become perfected. -Official Earth 
English is comparatively cumbersome. 
For instance, the series of words mean- 
ing exaggerated size— big, large, great, 
huge, enormous, rni^hfv rvclop»an, 
garganttu': 1 t". 'hg' u>ou time* 'kv^*\ 
or less? Ywit cannot tell In KbuL^, 
. there if out root, with defini'c f--.u- 
gression of size suit-xts,' 

1 wr,)U« on the blackboard 

tool, tola, boll, bylo, boln — bda*, h'lhs, 
e boloB, bolus, — t» .Lisa, boliat, }»«!«!• r>, bctiuiiu 

"Martian is a scientific language, you 
see." 

"Bragging again," sneered a voice. 

An eraser sailed toward me just as 
I turned from the board. It struck full 
in my face in a cloud of chalk-dust. As 

if at a signal, a barrage of erasers flew 
- at me. They had been sneaked previ- 
ously from the boards around the class- 
room. 1 stood helplessly, desperately 
. v arding off the missile with my ten- 
tacles. The boys were yelling and hoot- 
ing, excited by the sport. 

The pandemonium abruptly stopped 
as Oscar stumped into the room. His 
mechanical eyes took in the scene with- 
out emotion. One belated eraser flew 
toward Mm. His steel arm reflexively 


raised, caught It, then hurled it back 
with Btumung force. To a robot, any- 
thing that came toward it must be re- 
turned, unless otherwise commanded. 
Tom Blaine yelped as the eraser 
bounced off Ms forehead, 

"Dean Graham," said Oscar like a 
phonograph, "wants to know if every- 
thing is going along smoothly.* 1 

I could see the boys hold their 
breaths. Oscar went the rounds daily, 
asking that routine question in all the 
classes. If this disturbance were re- 
ported, the boys would lose an after- 
noon of freedom. 

"Everything is well," 1 murmured, 
though for a moment I was sadly 
tempted to take revenge. "You may go, 
Oscar." 

With a click of internal relays, the 
robot left impassively. He had seen 
or heard nothing, without being other- 
wise commanded. 

"Afraid to report it, eh?" Tom Blaine 
jeered. "I told you Martians are yel- 
low!" 

It was more than gravity now that 
made my shoulders sag. I dreaded the 
davs that must follow. 

EVEN outside the classroom, I was 
hounded. I can use only that 
wo id. Tom Blaine thought of the dia- 
bolical trick of deliberately spilling a 
glass of water before my eyes. 

"Don't — don't!" I instinctively 
groaned, clutching at the glass. 

"What's the matter, Professor?" lie 
auk«J biandly. "Thh, ic nothing but 
water." 
•Tfs sacrilege— ** 

I stopped there. They wouldn't un- 
derstand. How horrible to see water 
spill to the ground in utter waste ! For 
ten thousand years, on Mars, that 
precious fluid has been the object of 
our greatest ingenuity. It hurt to 
it wantonly flung away, as they might 
flinch if blood were shed uselessly be- 
fore them. 

As I stumbled away from their 
laughter, I heard Tom Blaine confide 
to his cohorts : 

"I got the idea last night, looking in 
his room. He was playing with «: kiwi 
of water. Running it through his fin- 
gers, like a miser. I've got another idea, 
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fellows. Follow me to the kitchen." 

1 wasn't aware till half through the 
solitary evening meal in my rooms that 
the food tasted odd. It was salty t The 
boys had' stolen into the kitchen and 
salted my special saitless foods. My 
stomach revolted against the alien con- 
diment Mars* seas, from which our life 
originated long ago, held no sodium 
chloride, only magnesium chloride, 
with which all Martian food is "salted," 

I went to bed, groaning with a severe 
headache and upset stomach from an 
outraged metabolism. Worse, it rained 
that night. I tried to shut my ears to 
that pattering sound. Millions of gal- 
lons of water were going to waste, 
while millions of Martians on my home 
world, were painfully hoarding water 
for their thirsty crops. 
■ The pains eased before morning. 
What torment would Tom Blaine and 
Ms relentless pack think of next? The 
answer came when I found my spec- 
tacles missing. . My <eyes were almost 
blinded that day, more from glare than 
senile failing of vision. They watered 
and blinked in light that was fifty per 
cent stronger than on more remote 
Mars. 

"Lower the blinds, Oscar," I ordered 
the robot when lie appeared as usual. 

"But, Professor," Tom Blaine pro- 
tested, jumping up as though waiting 
for the moment, "think of our eyes. We 
can't read our lessons in the dark." 

"Never mind, Oscar," I said wearily. 

The robot stood for a moment, relays 
clashing at the reversed orders. When 
he finally left, he seemed to shrug at the 
strange doings of his masters, Earth- 
men and Martians alike. 

"Have you any idea where my 
glasses are, Mr. Blaine?" t asked in di- 
rect appeal. I tried not to sound timid. 

"No, of course not," he retorted virtu- 
ously. 

I nodded to myself and reached for 
the lower left-hand drawer of my desk, 
then changed my mind. 

"Will you all help me look for them ?" 
I pleaded. 

THEY ransacked the desk with de- 
liberate brutality. 
"Why, here they are, Professor!" 
Tom held them up from the lower 


left-hand drawer in mock triumph. I 
put them on with trembling hands. 

"How careless of me to leave them 
here yesterday." 1 smiled. "One must 
have a sense of humor about these 
things. Now we will decline rhe verb 
krun, to move." 

I went on as though nothing had hap- 
pened, but my whole head ached from 
hours of straining my eyes against the 
cruel glare. 

That night, utterly exhausted, I went 
to bed only to find my ant i -gravity unit 
jammed, obviously by human hands. 
One of my few pleasures was the ability 
to sink into restful slumber in the low- 
gravity field, after suffering the tug of 
Earth gravity at my vitals all day. 
Earthmen on Jupiter know how agoniz- 
ing it becomes. 

I passed a sleepless night, panting 
and aching under what grew to be the 
pressure of a mountain. How could I 
go on against such heartlessness ? Tom 
Blaine and his friends were ruthlessly 
determined to drive out their depised 
Martian teacher. If 1 complained to 
Dean Graham, it would be an admission 
of cowardice. I didn't want to betray 
my race. But I was miserably aware 
that I had not a single friend m the 
academy. 

Oscar appeared in the morning, with 
a message from Dean Graham. The 
mechanical servant waited patiently to 
be told to go. When I swayed a little, 
he caught me. His reflexes had been 
patterned not to let things fall. 

"Thank you, Oscar." I found my 
hand on the robot's shiny hard shoul- 
der. It was comfortingly firm. ''You re 
my only friend, Oscar. At least, you're 
not my enemy. But what am I saying ? 
You're only a machine. You may go, 
Oscar." 

The message read : 

Today and tomorrow are examination 
days. Use the enclosed forms. At three 
o'clock today, all classes will be excused to 
the Television Auditorium. 

The examinations were routine. De- 
spite my unrested body and mind, 1 
felt an uplift of spirit. My class would 
do well. I had managed, even against 
hostility, to impart a sound understand- 
ing of Interplanetary History and the 
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W ; ' '"">v ian ? 'ua^e. 

! ',•> 'kcc 1 almost proudly over the 
b"w"'« laboring hea^s Suddenly 1 

' *•,;'.« a, 

"Mi. Henderson." I said gently, "I 
'.'••in.U'n'i 1rv ihdi /f 1 wrre you." 

The boy flushed, lustily crammed in- 
to liis pockets the notes he had been 
copying bom. Then he gaped up in 
amazement, Tom Blaine, at the desk 
beside Mm, also looked up startled. The 
question was plain in his eyes. How 
could i know that Henderson was 
cheating, when even Tom, sitting next 
.. to him hadn't suspected? 
'• "You forget," 1 explained hesitantly, 
"that Martians use telepathy at will." 

Tom Blaiae stared, Ms mouth hang- 
ing open. Then he jumped up. 

"Are we going to stand for that? 
Spying on us, even in our minds — " He 
gasped at a sudden . thought. "You 
Knew all the time about the .glasses. 
V'-u didn't expose me," He flushed, 
but in anger rather than embarrass- 
ment. "You m. c j fool of me!" 

One must have a sense of humor 
a boat those things," I said lamely. 

?he rest of the examination period 
f'30sed in bristling silence. More than 
%vm-„ now, they were hostile to me. 
M ,re than ever would they show their 
antagonism. How could I ever hope 
to win then, it patience was taken for 
cowardice, understanding for malice, 
and telepathy for deliberate spying ? 

Why had I ever left Mars, to come to 
'.his alien, heart-breaking world? 

11 T tlirfc o\Jcck, examinations were 
*. m <r-w tor that day. The class filed 
n> tin T::5r i?ton Auditorium. 

A ijjinr St re; ii in the darkened room 
.l\,\h,. f j s «lFd<na on Venus, then, 
«i->"'j-n' .•!'<•• iro?n around the system. 
.An £,< en? pf the latest radium 

>;;>> i . :i with *:!':irrg plant 

• ", j.1 .i, • i riodic meteor shower 
< > in i. 1 « v', Saturn. A cold, dark 
v , • • i i j i, ', ,m - . ,t , i ;an telescope 
>•/*,- <■■<.<: ii-". lor interstellar obser- 
Mars, and a file of 
L - . ,,' 1 - artiana climbing into 

■•! l" u c'i Lvj \ * > rol ship. 

1"'! IK \.f aip Greyhound," in- 
.. n V. jmi'. \ "is being dis- 
«v <"i . iff pirates. Captain Henry 


Blaine i-. <l: termined to blast them, or 

not come back," 

"My father/* Tom Maine said proud- 
ly to his classmates. 

"My son," I murmured, leaning for- 
ward to watch the last of the Martians 
vanish within. 

When the armed ship leaped into 
space, the television broadcast was 
over. 

There were no more classes that day. 
I dragged across the campus toward the 
haven of my rooms, for i needed rest 
and quiet. 

A shriek tore from my throat the in- 
stant I saw it, A horrible, wriggling 
snake lay in my path ! It was only a 
small, harmless garden snake, my tea- 
son told me. But a million years of 
instinct yelled danger, death ! 1 stum- 
bled and. fell, 1 < i o \ • i j:> against 
gravity that froze my muscles. I shrank 
from the squirming horror as it stopped 
and defiantly darted out its forked 
tongue. , ,> 

The outside world burst into my con- 
scienceness with a thunderclap «f 
laughter. Tom Blaine was holding up 
the wriggling snake. Once the first 
shock was over, I managed to keep my 
nerves in check. 

"It's omv « • jrter snake," he mocked. 
"Sorry it frightened you." 

But what would they say if a hurvr . , 
clawing tiger suddenly appeared before 
them? How would they feel? I left 
without a word, painfully compelling 
my trembling limbs to move. 

I was beaten. That thought ham- 
mered within my skull. 

They had broken my spis it j < v>its 
to that conclusion after staii t > \m at 
a red star that winked s«f . i, .aid 
seemed to nod in pity. Th< > - '% t '•>•_ 
true home. I longed to go L r j 

canals and deserts. Harsh wcy iii» 5 lit 
be, but not wo harsh as the unfeeling in- 
habitants of this incredibly rich planet. 

I went to my rooms and started to 
pack. 

Angry voices swiftly approached my 
door. The boys burst in, led by Tom 
Blaine. 

"Murderer !" Tom yelled. "A man 
was strangled in town two hours ago, 

by a rope— or a tenfael okei 
murder at us this afternoon. Why did 
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011 kill him? Just general hate for the 
uraan race?" 
How fantastic it sounded, yet they 
weren't mere boys, r; v. TK > .-. • - a 
blood-lusting mob. All their hate and 
mi Bunderstanding for me had come to 
a head. I knew it was no use even to 
remonstrate. 

"Look, fellows ! He was packing up 
to sneak away. He's the killer, all right- 
Are you going to confess. Professor 
Zeer ©lis, or do we have to make you 
confess !" 

It was useless to resist their burly 
savagery and stro; ^ Earth taascies. 
They held me and ripped away the light 
metal braces supporting my legs. Then 
I was forced outside and prodded along. 
They made me walk up and down, back 
of the dormitory, in the light of sub- 
rjfomir f jrches. 

Same sheer torture within an 
- Without the braces, my weak 
3. csscIca sagged under my weight, 
Marttfs gravity more than doubled the 
normal strain. 

"Confess I" Tom snapped fiercely. 
"Then we'll take you to the police." 

I shook my head, as I had each time 
Tom demanded my confession. My 
one hopeless comfort was the prayer of 
an earthly prophet, who begged the 
First Cause to forgive his children, for 
they knew not what they did. 

For another hour, the terrible march 
kept up. i '•■•v-ame 4 t>ir,gle mass of 
aching flesh. My bones seemed to be 
cracking and crumble . \der the 
weight of the Uiiivt rit M\ << ,r al 
anguish was still sharper, for the tide 
of hate beat against me Ilk i , ^ . -f 

Where was Dean Graham? Tltv, 1 
remembered that he had gone i , -"sU 
hiB relator 'hit evening. Th.' w i , 
no one to help me, no one to stv < h.. 
half-grown men who saw theii 
to get rid of me. Only the wink : n ; 
eye of Mars looked down in u 
sion for the suffering of a hum.; ; x w 
"Oscar's coming !" warned a wiu 
Ponderously the robot approacnea, 
the night-light in his forehead shining. 
He made the rounds every night, MI* 
it iruchanical watchman. As he eyed 
the halted procession, his patterned re- 
flexes were obviously striving to figure 


out what its meaning could be. 

"Boys will go to the dormitory," his 
microphonic voice boomed. "Against 
regulations to be out after ten o'clock." 

"Oscar, you may go," barked Tom 
Blaine. 

The robot didn't budge. 1 * es- 
ters were set to obey only the voices 
of teachers and officials. 

"Oscar — " I began with a wild cry. 

A boy clamped his hand over my 
mouth. The last of my strength oozed 
from me, and I slumped to the ground. 
Though I was not unconscious 
my will would soon be insufficient to 
make me resist. The boys looked 
frightened. 

Maybe we've gone too far," one 
said nervously. 

"He deserves it," shrilled Tom un- 
eas&V "Hi's ,1 t:>v?ifrn» ,n,,< V /•««•!" 

" 1 otn •" Par Mil' 1 ,! ccl ' > - ring 
up, from th* t>i»e* fW> •:( 'i.v i wn. 
"Jusc heard tin nt-ws — il,<. c. lice 
caught the ktli< i — & ma i vac v ua a 
mpe," Hi rt'Lut'c-i u> <m\f\ v.* «, t lie 
saw mv s-pr." a ltd (oim "Wli/u rn,i you 
do, 'L-H'fUh > 1 ]»\ miu >.-:lJ , wa<i he 
reai!-. r r«'» .-ucit *i ! 4-. 1 pu ,' 

Ti i: j, . I'.rd.i <i if vac rt""j her 

wit,' ,,''£lt', > yt-I .i'Mlj 1 icd 

you>-i, I Lilu i'ui Uiat ^id;v.i:.Cii.. 

"Don't be sentimental," Tom Blaine 
said much too loudly. "Martians are 
cowards. My father says so. I'm glad 
we did this, anyway. It'll drive him 
away for sure. We'd better beat it 
now." 

The group melted away, leaving me 
on the ground. Oscar stalked forward 
and picked me up. Any fallen person •> 

ir»!i«?<- he helped up, according to his 
,i .n.) trued mind. But his steel arms felt 
Hrt'tu than Tom Blaine's heartless 
-iccusrtt-ion. 

THE class gasped almost in chorus 
th<- next morning, when their Mar- 

1 i i professor entered quic !y. 
i ^.iiib. nothing had happened the 

u'^Li before. 

'"Kxaminations will continue," I an- 
nounced. 

It was small won«k-r thai th*y louk> > ' 
surprised. First, thai I had m^v* >:<l 
at all, weak and {.pent by the m. l> , 
cruel ordeal. Seco:-.?|, * h<»t f ivi,l ' 1 
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given up and ieft. Third, that 1 hadn't 
repotted the episode to Dean Graham. 
Tri- punishment would have been, 

severe. 

Only I knew I was back because it 
would be cowardly to leave. Mentally 
and physically I was sick, but not; 
beaten. Besides, I had heard young 
.Miller insist that i was not such a bad. 
©Id guy, after all. It was like a well of 
cool water in a hot desert. 

Examinations began. Oscar entered, 
handed me a spacegram and clanked 
out again. Nervously I opened and 
read the message. My tentacles 
twitched uncontrollably at the ends, 
then curled around the chair arms and 
desperately. Everything van- 
be tore my eyes except the hide- 
ous, shocking words of the spacegram. 
, My world was ended. Mars or Earth 
— it made no difference. I could not 
go on. But existence must continue. " I 
could not let this break me. Grimly I 
folded the paper and laid it aside. 

I looked with misted eyes at , their 
lowered heads. I needed a friend as 
never before, but hostility and hatred 
were the only emotions they felt for 
me as I tuned to them one by one. They 
. hated their teacher, though they knew 
him to be wise, humble, patient, as 
Martians are by nature. 

And I was beginning to hate them. 
They were forcing me to. Savagely I 
hoped they would all fail in their ex- 
: animations. 

I switched back to young Miller, who 
was biting his pencil. Forehead beaded 
with sweat, he was having a difficult 
time. Thoughts were racing through 
his brain. 

Wanted so much to pass . . . enter 
Space Point . . . join the Space Patrol 
some day . . . Not enough time to 
study . . , job in spare time after school 
■ hours . . . help parents . . . In what 
year did the first explorer step on Nep- 
tune's moon? Why, Nineteen-seventy- 
six! Funny how that came all of a sud- 
den . . . Now what was the root for 
"planet," in Martian? Why, jad, of 
course f It isn't so hard after all . . . 

Wish that old Martian wouldn't stare 
at me as if he's reading my mind . . . 
How many moons has Jupiter? Al- 
ways get it mixed up with Saturn. 


Eighteen, six found by space - ships ! 
Funny, I'm so sure of myself . . . 
I'll lick this exam yet . . . Dad's going 
to be proud of me when I'm wearing 
that uniform. . » . 

I turned my eyes away from Miller's 
happy face. A deserving boy, he would 
be a credit to the Space Patrol. Others 
had their troubles, not just I. 
• Abruptly there was an interruption. 
Oscar came clanking in huriedly. 

"Dean Graham wishes all classes to 
file out on the campus, for a special 
event," he boomed. 4 

The boys whispered in curiosity and 
left the classroom at my unsteady 
order. The campus was filled with the 
entire school faculty and enrollment. 
My group of senior classmen was al- 
lowed to stand directly in front of the 
bandstand. I felt weak and in need of 
support, but there was no one to give 
it to me. 

DEAN GRAHAM raised a hand. 
"A member of the Space Patrol 
is here," he spoke, "having come from 
Space Point by rocket-strato for an 
important announcement. Major Daw- 
son." 

A tall, uniformed man, wearing the 
blue of the Space Patrol, stepped for- 
ward, acknowledging the assembly's 
unrestrained cheer with a solemn nod. 
The Patrol is honored throughout the 
System for its gallant service to civili- 
zation. 

"Many of you boyB," he said, "hope 
to enter Space Point some day, and join 
the Service. This bulletin, received an 
hour ago, will do ' honor to someone 
here." 

He held up the paper and read aloud. 

"Captain Henry Blaine, in command 
of Patrol ship Greyhound, yesterday 
was wounded , in the daring rout of 
pirates off the Earth-Mars run." 

All eyes turned to Tom Blaine, who 
was proud of the ceremony in honor 
of his father. The official held up a 
radium-coated medal — the Cross of 
Space, for extraordinary service to the 
forces of law and order in the Solar 
System. Dean Graham whispered in 
his ear. He nodded, stepping down 
from the rostrum and advancing. 

My gasp of surprise was deeper than 
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those of the others aa be brushed past 
Tom Blaine. Stopping before mc, lie 
pinned the g-lowin-, tru-nal on mv chest. 
Then lie grasped my hand, 

"I think you II be pvny.1 i,-, wuix lluH 
all your lie!*' He Urn i reading 
further froru hw laillefin. Captain 
Blaine's life iv<; - .m\t l.v a 'srut'hiul 
Martian rec/un. who *<•«.(-'. I m f*r,ni 
of Mm and <"n<; /> r hsJJ b*a>it J hat 
wounded the Kartfanaan. His name 
was—" 

I found myself watching Tom Blaine. 
He didn't have to hear the name. He 
was staring at the spacegram he had 
stolen from my desk, but hain't had a 
chance to read till now. He had sensed 
my momenta -i .itation over it, and 
had hoped perhaps to use it against me 
It read : 


II 


WL M'Lfi \ K'-'-TCET TO INFORM 

VOU (>r lUli • VA i H OF YOUR SON, 
KOL r<Oi^, IN :i. .K'OTC SERVICE 
FOII THK SVA'.'K T'ATKOL,. 

-TlJh H !',>> COMMAND, 
SI 'ACT PATROL. 

I'l nenv m< weakness over- 
whelmed mo f Wi- ,*ware only 
of -.o*Tiet/tie «n my Mfit\ bupportlng me, 
my kneta threatened to buckle. If 
iwm h ;>",";• isccn Oscar, 
No — it was a human being! 
"Every one 'of us here/* Tom Blaine 
said, tightening his grip around me, "is 
your son now — if that will help a little. 
You're staying of course, Professor. 
You couldn't leave now if you tried." 

We smiled at each other, and my 
thin hr-ul was nearly crushed in his 
young, strong grasp. Yes, the teacher 
from Mars would stay, . 


.,--..\r.T . 
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Th© Greatest City irt the World Bows Before a Biological Barrage 
as Invisible Doom Cloaks Humanity in a Mantle of Madness! 


CHAPTER I 
Mystery Blight 

THERE was a crash in Ward C 
and an answering scream. Then 
followed a series of violent con- 
cussi'Mis., quick shouts, the sound of 
people it-qgering across the floor. The 
in • a hospital gown dashed out, fol- 
lowed by disheveled orderlies. 

The fugitive patient raced down the 
corrider, bowling over the amazed desk 
nurse in Ms path. He paused long 
enough to wrench a Ire-extinguisher 
from die wall, spin about and hurtle it 


in the faces of Ms pursuers. Then, 
using Ms bare fists, he smashed out the 
heavy panes of a window and dived 
through to the ground — and freedom 
— a floor below. 

Phones jangled wildly, call bells 
rang, and emergency lights blinked. 
Nurses leaped to their stations and in- . 
terns poured out of the staff house, 
straggling into their jackets. At the 
great iron gates that bordered the hos- 
pital's grounds, guards looked about 
nervously, wondered what in blazes 
was going on. Near Emergency, across 
the way from the ambulance garages, 
someone shouted once and then, a few 
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seconds Jater. again, this xur 
The hunting interna veered snarpiy in 
their tracks and caught sight of a tall 
slender figure flitting through the 
shrubbery. It was the escaping pa- 
tient. 

An intern dashed out of Admissions,, 
and plunged into the brush. In another 
instant the crowd saw him spin around 
between the hot-houses a few yards be- 
hind the fleeing patient. As they broke 
into the clear, he left his feet in a Hying 
tackle that brought both sliding to a 
hdit along the gri'u • o.l. Then the 
others came up and seized the furiously 
struggling patient. It needed four pow- 


erful orderlies to drag him off to Psy- 
chiatric. 

The intern brushed himself off, 
shook his head once, and limped pain- 
fully until he reached the Administra- 
tion Offices. He pushed through, kicked 
open the inner door and seated himself 
with a sigh. The big man in tweeds at 
the important-looking desk looked up in 
astonishment and threw down his pen. 

"Now then, Lewis," ht usid. "vrhai 
the — " 

"Doctor Cole to you." grinned 
intern. He squirmed around in 
leather chair end smiled amiabW 

worshipful Director, I am !v ; 
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evil tidings. On second thought, Mi. 
MiH'er, I think you'd better call me 
He i.. Cole." 

"What's on your mind?" Miller 
ciapped irritably, "I'm a busy man, 
Cole." 

"Not too 'busy for what I have to 

say." 

MILLER looked up shrewdly at' 
the young intern, 
"I know what you're going to say." 
"So you've guessed it already, eh?" 
Cole said. "Yep, this makes the fifth 
in three days. And now there's some- 
thing else." 

"Something else?" Miller frowned, 
puzzled. 

"Something very much else." Cole 
dug into his pocket and withdrew a 
sheaf of notes. "When five apparently 
harmless, patients go violently mad 
that's not so awful. But when you look 
at these admissions figures" — Cole 
tossed the notes across the desk— "and .. 
find that ninety per cent of the patients 
admitted at Queens County Hospital 
during the past week were suffering 
from malignant tumors and some pecu- 
liar cancer types, you begin to smell " 
something rotten somewhere." 

"It's unbelievable," gasped Miller. 
He scanned the notes hurriedly and 
then looked up at Cole. "Unbeliev- 
able." 

"Tt's worse," answered Cole, his voice 
cn;,p. "I haven't got the reports yet, 
S.'.ir wait until you see those diagnoses. 
Cancer " What's wrong with those pa- 
tients just vaguely resembles cancer. 
1 teii vou. Chief, we're up against an 
epidemic of something that hasn't yet 
been <.een inside the pages of a medical 
book 

" Y-'.'j're mad?" shouted the director. 
"A nsw disease? That's impossible." 
"Sc. i fn< vourself," answered Cole. 

He grabbed Miller's arm, pulled him to 

the icor "They've all been placed up 
in the S.-'"r,h W«nj;. Come and take a 

look," 

Tht tv. p fit. walked quickly to the 
elevator and were whisked up to the 
Roentgenology F>«. 

Reaching xh- ^■•'■r above, they 
walked slowly .1 -ound the great, high- 
c*Pinffd t-Aom that was lined with 
bf <b I ir- si i/ ; : r hat met their eyes 


was almost incredible. ' The patients 
lay restlessly, in no pain whatever. 
The charts showed normal tempera- 
ture, normal pulse, normal blood 
counts, and thoroughly normal data for 
each. " But nevertheless the patients 
were sick, for all had changed' from 
thoroughly healthy specimens to mis- 
shapen, distorted caricatures of human- 

ity- ■ . . . . 

Some had suddenly sprouted minia- 
ture legs on one shoulder or developed 
ex tra fingers in the middle of the palms. 
Others were turnir t: Cyclopean, one 

great eye bulging out in the middle of 
the forehead. There were patients with 
small spheres budding over the entire 
body that turned them into human mul- 
berries. 

All were twisted and changed, as 
though Nature had suddenly decided 
to add extra lumps of clay to the human 
race, willy-nilly. 

"How long has this been going on?"' 
whispered Miller. "Why hasn't there 
been word in the papers ?" 

"Less than a week. Ili^se growths 
practically expand under your eyes. It's 
as though human flesh has suddenly 
taken on independent life of its own." 

Cole lit a cigarette, puffed nervously. 

"About those patients who suddenly 
went mad," he went on. "The irst one 
died. Jumped from the fifth floor. Well, 
we had a post mortem." Cole nodded 
at the glint in the other's eye. "You've 
guessed again, haven't you? Yes, it 
was tumor of the brain drove him mad. 
God! There's no telling what the in- 
fective source is. There's no telling 
who may be hit next— or where. These 
growths develop damnably fast. You 
or I may have the germ of horror grow- 
ing within us this minute ... to push 
out anywhere, even in the -brain, - And 
it's going to spread fast, too. From 
epidemic to endemic and from endemic 
to pandemic. Miller, we've got to do 
something to stop this before the city 
finds but !" 

BUT the city did find out. Slowly 
but inexorably, with the slow 
steady march of news that had all the 
relentlessness of Beethoven's Eroica 
Symphony. 

On Monday the Times ran an edi- 
torial directed against the slipshod 
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, methods of ■ Queens. County Hospital, 
where seventeen mad patients had run 
riot for three hours. And on one of the 
back pages was an obscure item about 
a two-headed snake that had been found 
' in the Central Park Zoo. 

Tuesday papers announced a sudden 
onslaught of horrible murders, evident- 
ly the work of a new crime band, some- 
what similar to the late Murder, Inc., 
ring. The newspapers also reported 
the statement of Professor Hig gleston 
at Columbia University, who alleged he 
had seen a swarm of pterodactyls roost- 
ing in the eaves of the Museum of Art. 

But when Wednesday morning came 
around and half the city went to work 
to find that the other half was myster- 
iously absent, matters turned suddenly 
from the casual to the serious. The 
telephone, company was forced to sus- 
pend service when hordes of key tech- 
nicians failed to report. The morning 
newspapers were not on the stands. 
Half the shops were closed, half the 
police force off duty, half of all com- 
munications silenced. The city was 
half-stifled, choking with stagnation. 

Citizens returned home almost im- 
mediately to get to their radios and 
wait for some news that would give 
them a clue. At home they found them- 
selves surrounded with a monstrous 
sickness whose only symptoms were 
the horrible distortions of its victims, 
distortions that they had laughed at 
only a few days befo-v f > 11 iios 
failed to explain much. Newscasters 
told their listeners what they already 
knew. Told them that half the city was 
stricken with a strange new blight that 
was turning man into a caricature of 
himself. 

In the Queens County Hospital there 
was no time to wait for bulletins over 
the air. Admissions had jumped so 
high there was no time nor reason to 
calculate it in terms of percentage. 

The staff worked indiscriminately. 
Nurses took over, orderlies took over, 
even probationers were suddenly ele- 
vated to R.N.B and pitched in to help 
stem the hopeless tide. 

Only Doctor Cole stood back just 
enough to try for a clear comprehensive 
view. Restlessly he roamed the wards 
and temporary sick rooms of the hospi- 
tal, hunting, searching for some tell- 


tale clue that might give the stricken 
city the relief it needed so urgently. 

"It isn't cancer," he muttered over 
and over, "at least not the cancer we've 
known. There's no sense diagnosing. 
But what's the infective agent? Bac- 
u,. 1( t. l : tozoa ? "Virus? What the 
(k m L^ald it be?" 

HE j. .a down to Pathology and 
p.-- 'ed in. Aloi c m a volter of 
copsv-t tii % f apparatus -,i\t f U Dunn. 
"Weil?" asked Cole, 
Dunn shrugged weanh , 
"Nothing," he said, "tvihing at all. 
I've section, d ,uvi vv.\l cen stain 
known to the business I've been work- 
ing for hours." He blinked bloodshot 
eyes. "And there's nothing Fro afraid J 
can't hold out much longer. Maybe it's 
got me. What's the fust mptcm*" 

"That's the hell of it " d Havered Cole. 
"There just isn't any s ,-i!tpu>/r> * 

He patted Dunn on '.he shujSdcr and 
wandered out. Wei . !-.-» hadn't ex- 
pected quick result- . \v«?y Best 
thing would be to 1 «>k l->r n oihlc 
n -lection. \'\a. --m 1>J hit an 

entire city so fast? \ %':,">< -<• >-n ; -ply? 

He ran dt • th ,s hous> ,md 
changed to Ms street t l>n'ia Hn cat 
almost out of gas, he -.romped ol at a 
station. When no oat- answered his 
persistent honking, K was lotced to 
help himself from the tiiil', fben he 
turned north and drovr v-*-Uu> toward 
the city. The road Was de^ tired. 

The grass in the ditch. Cole noticed, 
was thicker than usual. l:< <jvy-sremmed 
and clotty like thick stalks o'i spaghetti. 
The whole countryside, for that mat- 
ter, was slowly tunning !<<mpf and 

frotesque. Trees spotted hump.s and 
ulges on their bobs. Bushes were dis- 
colored coral clumi'j. 

And then, to send a dull dc<vn Ms 
spine, Cole began to notict lumbering 
forms lurking far in the background. 
Creatures that had once been humans 
and animals, but now were savage- 
looking monsters. Cole pressed his 
foot down on the accelerator in quick 
fear and with his free hand felt hastily 
for the revolver in thtr .-ride pocket of 
his car. It made film 'eil a little hi<? 
ter whc i Ik- lutd u„u<.T*«t ted m m h>>. 
own jackf f 
Tlie d< v , ' »<.»•('» ^ i"h • « '« u • 
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f allnii than the suburbs. The deserted 
c.o i 'Js'i'/.r;s with horrible forms talking 
i'j t'.it shadows, noimal-looking in- 
dividuals every once in a long while 
scarf jing as if for dear life's sake ; the 
heaps, , of smashed-tip cars at odd 
comers that made progress «t paiafal 
series of detours. It was almost an 
hour before Cole reached the Depart- 
ment of Water Supply, 
■ Only an old cle-v <n left la tie 
office. He was an oH white-haired 
man who sat easily in the vuperin- 
tendent's chair and greeted Cole with a 
toothless smile. 

"Too old for it, I am/* he' said, "that 
plague likes "em young and tender like 
you." 

"Never mind that," said Cole angrily. 
"I'm from Queens County Hospital. I 
want to know about the water supply." 

"What?" asked the clerk. "You got 

to ask- me. I'm the Department now." 

"Know anything about infection of 
the city's water?" 

"There ain't been none. They 
checked all that before they got took 
sick." 

"Sure?" 

"Yep." 

What next? Cole turned uneasily 
and thought hard. Food? There 
might be some officials left at the 
Health Department tl^ ran through 
the ominous street., looking behind 
constantly. At last hi :• ached the new 
Health and Sanitation Building. Irony 
of ironies, he thought grimly, if they're 
all stricken. .He ran shouting through 
the long echoing corridors. 

They all were. 

BUT in the inspector's office he 
found a report. He clicked 
hastily. Milk absolute- s.-fr Three 
score public markets tested in key posi- 
tions throughout the city, and all re- 
ported negative. Sewage negative. 
Rivers negative. Where, in God's 
name, was the infection comin g fioin? 
From the skies? Perhaps. 

Cole trotted back to his car. ti: ink- 
ing desperately. This might be some- 
thing like cosmic ray infection A new 
type of solar radiation or barrage . . . 
something wild. Like — 
Ohi 

He reeled back from a sudden blow, 


rolled over and glanced up hastily. 
The Thing lie saw made his blood run 
cold. Long arms and a crocodile skin 
with Uionlike teeth that glittered. 
Cole pulled hia knees back as the Thing 
dived at him. He kicked savagely, 
driving his . heels into the chest. It 
grunted, blowing a gust of channel 
breath in his face, paused, then plunged 
at him again. 

Cole caught it with one heel and 
pushed it to the pavement. In another 
second he had the revolver out and fired 
point-blank from the hip. The Thing 
staggered back from the smash of the 
thirty -eight, ' gasped hoarsely" and 
plodded toward him again. 

Horrified, Cole stepped back and 
fired once more, carefully at the head. 
This time it halted, knelt slowly and at 
last toppled to the ground, a shuddering 
Thing that had once been a man. 

But the shooting had attracted atten- 
tion. Cole heard sounds and saw 
shapes looming up from the tight 
little side streets of City Hall. Panic- 
stricken, he sprinted for the car. The 
motor choked and ground but would 
not take. Cole leaned over and locked 
both doors. Once more he tried the 
starter. As the engine turned and hic- 
coughed he heard scratches on the 
doors. He turned, caught a horrible 
glimpse of weird faces. Then a fist 
smashed through the window and at 
that instant the motor caught. Cole 
slammed into gear and sped the car off 
just as claws reached for his throat. The 
acceleration tumbled his attackers from 
the running board. He was safe— so 
far. 


CHAPTER IT 


COLE headed up Broadway and 
tried to soothe his jagged nerves. 
He'd learned something. The things 
were almost impossible to kill. He'd 
have to get plenty of ammunition. 

The shambles through which he 
drove were maddening. He wondered 
how long it would be before he too 
succumbed. Perhaps he wouldn't at 
all, though, he speculated. Evidently 
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a certain percentage of the city had im- 
munity to the mysterious blight '' . 

Cole turned on the radio, just is case. 
He caught the announcer's flash : 

" — epidemic the United Sta n his ever 

known, AM. is being rushed to Mew York at 
once, although the Go does not 

state whether it will arrive in time. New 
York ias not answered any kind of commun- 
ication for the past twelve hours and there is 
the terrible possibility that there' is bo one 
living . Tie entire region over a thirty-mile 
square has been isolated under strict quar- 
antine. This broadcast is being specially 
directed toward the city from Philadelphia 
in the hopes that those who are still . safe 
will know that aid will arrive within eight 
hours—" • 

Eight hoars! 

Cole tamed East to Madison A venae. 

drove swiftly uptown and yanked to a 
halt before Abercrombie. He headed 
■for the game department, deciding that 
it was tiate to supply himself with a 
heavier revolver and plenty of ammuni- 
tion. On Ms way out' he was amazed 
to discover over thirty people, per- 
fectly sane and normal, living In the 
basement of the store. They had lieen 
there since the plague had broken </tM 
in its virulent form. 

Just as a check, Cole drove t r',-> 
42nd ' Street subway - enti a ncr -"a<! 
dropped in to investigate Hire, v 
he found hundreds of norma! p r .'> ]•).- 
who had taken the underground .k ,i 
refuge,: They were living inert tb> 17- 
fuL unharmed. Perplexc 1 , C ol o ;> t :, . 1 ,. .i 
the car and sped back to the \v>t, : is.*', 
This was Ms first break, lh- >J" V> 
yet know what the Might wat> ur v.-i.^t 
it meant, but he did know that peeph 
.who were underground were safr hem 
its dangers. Why? There had to he ,< 
reason. 

At the hospital, 'Cole was hornhcJ fa 
discover the gates open and ungual 4c<l, 
He turned up the driveway and indict! 
slowly across the grounds, pecrir?, 
from v side to side. No guards? Tnat 
meant something wrong. He stopped 
the car and was about to get out when 
a small geyser of dirt flicked up before 
him and he heard the rip of a shot from 
the staff house. 

Cole squinted and saw white uni- 
forms leaning from the windows and 
beckoning at Mm. Quickly he drov* 
down the length of the ground* and 


into the small garage behind the house. 
He darted up the steps. ■ The door 
opened* and he was yanked into an ex- 
cited crowd of doctors and nurses. . 

"No one's safe in the Main Build- 
ing," came the hasty explanations. ' 
"Homicidal mania's spreading like, 
wildfire." 

'All of them?" he gasped. 

Little Dr. Dunn shouldered forward. 
Cole was glad to see the pathologist 
still healthy. ' 

"Not all," answered Dunn, "About 
twenty per cent." 

"What . about the -Test?" ' 

"Monstrous-looking . , , terrified . , , 
irritable, but no more dangerous 'than 
an ordinary tnoh of humans.**- , ' - 

"Mo more dangerous !" Cole grinned 
sourly. "You ever hear 'of lynching?" 

There wa P an uncomfortable shuffle 
in the jfroup and Cole changed the 
topic hastily, 

"Listen."' he said, "I think I've got 
ri little information that might ■ help. 
Where's Mi>h r r 

Humi's i:M v kIL " Disappeared," he 
-i-jnl 'n length, "Maybe it got him of 
>i , ;>'■&!•'>> ,'.»* hill. Can't tell." 

' "i > » bad." Cole paused, thoughtful. 
II." u ..iized what a keen blow Miller's 
1 1 • uld be to them. Then he began' 
'>iu>£ K- : "Anyway, I've discovered that 
li\ if* g underground seems to ward off 
.niecnon. . Does that mean anything to 
any <*{ you?" 

"^^"O one answered until a voice 
grumbled from the background.' 

"Suffering sinus, I'm only a doctor!" 

There was enough of a laugh to re- 
m-ve the tension. They settled down 
;ii> bent they could to exchange informa- 
Uun. 

"1 need statistics," Cole told them. 
"If you could give me enough facts I 
rnv.ht be able to draw up an empirical 
tbt '>?■% about this crazy business. We've 
got to do something before the relief 
gets here or they'll walk smack into 
slaughter." 

No one afnswered. They had nothing 
to contribute. 

"Sfriinons ? Cartnichael? Allen ? 
D<if«:i't anybody know anything?" 

*'Ei . . Doctor Cole . , ." She was 
a nnin-looking nurse: he didn't know 
hon: Eve. 
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"V/e'J?" he demanded abstractedly, 
"imports were sent in to Director 
Miller's office, covering every phase of 

the epidemic." 

"Yes?" Cole urged eagerly, 

"Unfortunately, the report is prob- 
ably where I last, saw it — on Director 
Miller's desk." 

Cole stood up, wrapt in thought, 
amid the disgruntled exclamations that 
■followed. For the first time in the rapid 
series of events' of the past week be 
felt the sore need of Miller's driving 
force and keen executive ability. Miller 
was an organizer and leader, by nature 
suited to bring order out of chaos. At 
last Cole shrugged and looted around. 

"Well," he said, "I (guess Pil just 
have to get them their reports. " ' He 
shook off their protests, 'inspected Ms 
new gun, and prepared to leave. Then 
Dunn came up and took his arm. 

"See here, Lewis/* be said, "if you 
must go, why not minimize the risk? 
Now I know this much. The harmless 
variety won't bother you if you ' don't 
incite them. The violent ones will tear 
at anything that remotely resembles, a 
normal individual. Let's get you a dis- 
guise.'* 

They dashed through the staff house 
searching for make-up. Simmons ad- 
mitted to a love of amateur theatricals 
and supervised the facial - distortions. 
They mixed Hour with water and past- 
ed lumps- over Cole's face, stuffed Ms 
clothes with lumpy pillows and mot- 
tled his skin with paints. When Sim- 
mons was done, Cole walked crookedly 
down to the main building and shuffled 
inside. 

He spent a harrowing hour in Mil- 
ler's office amidst shambling, screaming 
monstrosities, literally fighting his way 
to the desk. It was overturned, the pa- 
pers scattered all over. Cole felt his 
position so precarious he was forced to 
scoop up armfula of paper and ram them 
into his shirt, hoping the reports would 
be included. At last he fought his way 
outside and ran back to the staff house. 

mm^HILE he showered and had a 
WW little supper he told the others 
about the hospital-shambles. . Then 
they settled down in the library and 
sifted through the papers. Is his haste, 
Cole had been unable to eliminate the 


chaff. He found bills for stationary, 
requests for favors ... all "be tedious 
business that Miller was accustomed to 
take in his stride. Then Cole unearthed 
a receipted bill for raw beef bones — six 
thousand dollars' worth. He fingered 
it curiously, wondering what earthly 
use the director could have had for 
such material, and then went on with 
the serious work. 

The reports that he and the other* 
examined were critical and laughable 
by turn*. Some were' imagsiattve-'and : 

■ spoke of Martians and the red plague. 
Others were too brief, too tragically 
succinct. There were, hundreds of 
questions that could be asked, ques- 
tions that would have to remain unan- 
swered. At last Cole looked at -'the 
sorry little 1st he had gleaned from- the 
mass aad arose, 

"Well," he said, "we don't know an 
awful lot. I've managed to bring back 
a -pile of paper and one picture, the lat- 
ter included by mistake. The total facts 
we've been able to gather are : one, that 
people underground are not affected ; 
two, that although the growths affect 
humans .haphazardly they seem to af- 

■ feet vegetative life uniformly." 

"How's that?" someone called. 

"Whea I say uniformly," explained 
Cole, "I mean that all reports show that 
only one side of trees and tall brush is 
affected. The humps protrude the en- 
tire length of the bole, but only on one 
eider 

"Like moss growing on the * north 
aider 

"That's just about it," laughed Cole. 
"Now in addition to these findings, 1 1 

made one other ■ that ' may or may not 
bear on the case. While I was lurking 
around the hot houses I happened to 
look in. The vegetative growths there 
were absolutely normal!" 

Dunn whistled in amazement. 
■"Just what it means, though, I 
couldnt say," continued Cole. 

"Never mind about that for the time 
being," interrupted Simmons. "I've an 
idea. Let's assume this epidemic is a 
result of some radiation form. X-rays 
can produce something like this. Then 
the natural question is: where's . the 
source of radiation?" 

"Perhaps from overhead. Cosmic, or 
something—" 
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"Not when you look at those trees " 
answered ■ Simmons. 

"Right!" snapped Cole, "The rest 
of you get the idea? Simmons is sug- 
gesting that the ulcerated side of the 
tree points toward the source of radia- 
tion." : 

"So?" 

"So we'll a<< ». little research. Sup- 
pose we fc'i. > *-i>' i ujicljle of the radio 
direction : ther words, let's 

go out, di 1 f L > - me accurate com- 
passes, and plot the direction of tu- 
mors on trees over a wide stretch. Say 
as far east ,1% Pert Jefferson and west 
to Sommerville or High Bridge. It'll 
take some time, but I think it's worth 
the few hours. We can plot the direc- 
tions. The radiation source should be 
pretty close to the intersection of those 
lines." 


CHAPTER. Ill . 

Station Daath 

IT was quite dark when seven of the 
hospital's staff squeezed into the 
car with Cole, They headed t«n N ;- -.v 
York, ferreted out three ot;;- ; cars. >rid 
broke into an instrument si^p the 
necessary equipment. At )r>j they 
split to cover their assignment. 

Cole and Dunn, who had the Mew 
York sector, drove in silence, watch- 
ing the ..streets cautiously. The occa- 
sional normal-looking humans they saw 
scurrying down the side streets showed 
them that the infection had not at- 
tacked the entire population. The sight 
of that immunity v rengthened their 
faith in their own. Reflecting on the 
curious enigma of immunity, Cole ques- 
tioned his companion. . 

"I don » know the answer," said 
Dunn. "There are two factors that 
might operate. First, the external and 
internal coatings of the individual fur- 
nish mechanical protections against in- 
fection. Second, the insusceptible in- 
dividual contains no receptors for the 
infection. That is to say, no organic 
substratum exists upon which the in- 
vasion can anchor." 

"Seems to me," said Cole, "that our 
immunity should be a matter of me- 


chanical skin protection, -since we sus- 
pect ray infection." ■ 

"Very likely," Dunn nodded. "Prob- 
ably all of us have an unknown skin 
quality in common. Perhaps the an- 
swer lies in skin pigmentation. But 
there's not enough time to find, out." 
He shrugged. 

Turning north on Fifth Avenue, the ' 
car passed - Sherman's statue and sped 
along the east side of the Park. The 
hideous shrubbery and monstrous crea- 
tures that twisted and stumbled 
through the broken branches made 
them shudder. After a pause, Dunn 
nudged Cole. , ■ ' 

"By the way," he asked, "who was 
in that one ■■picture you found in Miller's 
office?" 

"Miller;' was the asswer. "Miller 
and a ■ man by the name of Gurwltsch. 
Just one of those informal snapshots. 
Must have been on Miller's desk. 
Funny I never noticed it before." 

■"Mot the Alexander Ghirwitsch?"^ '. 

"The very tame. Miller studied with 
him for three years. I don't suppose 
you knew our director was a damned 
fine zoologist before he took over the 
reins?" 

"I didn't," answered Dunn. "But if 
he worked under Gurwitsch he worked 
with the best. A. G. has done some 
remarkable things with abnormal plant 
growth." . 

"Abnormal plant growth?" echoed 
Cole. 

"Yep, Report in the Journal of 
Zoology. Look it up in the staff li- 
bra: y some time when you - get the 
charv " 

They iuocteJed unmolested to the 
nulla e;,<l r.i" Central Park and took 
a down catt'l'iil compass readings. As 
they turned south again and drove 
downtown, they were horrified to see 
a dull red glow on the horizon that 
could mean only one thing — that the 
city was in names. 

Central Park South was filled with 
hordes of hoarse-shouting, gesticulat- 
ing creatures who were rioting with 
flaming torches. The two men, watch- 
ing carefully, saw to their amazement 
that the mobs were being led by leaders 
clad in peculiar, white, .' setai-traHspar- 
ent suits, with hoods that covered their 
heads. ■ 
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DISMAYED at- Hie chaotic turn of 
events, Dunn turned the car to- 
ward home and sped rapidly toward 
the bridge. But at Canal Street Cole 
suddenly ordered Dunn to stop and, to 
the larter's bewilderment, vaulted out 
and disappeared into the darkness. 
There was the sound of running feet, 
an exclamation and the plank of a fist 
meeting a jaw. Presently Cole re- 
turned with a piece of glossy material 
in his hand. 

' Saw one of the Boys in White," 
he eapJ .lined, "and I wanted to get a 
look at their uniforms. Here's a tank. 
What d'you make of it?" 

Dunn took the strip of uniform and 
fingered it meditatively. 

"Feels Ike a gelatin cloth to me," 
he said, 

"Me, too," answered Cole. "But why 
gelatin? And 'why a uniform?" 

"1 think the radio might give us the 
answer. The gentle Boys in White 
seem to be doing all right when it 
comes to Inciting to riot. Probably a 
nice little organization ?" Dunn reached 
down a ad switched on the radio, 

"—in this time of chaos. Citizens of New 
Yotfc, o>jf home*, our country, our live* and 

the uvea of th -.v.- -« love are in the highest 
danger, New York has been attacked. The 

time has come to declare that a most critical 
emergency exiita. Tie existing government 
is inadequate to handle the situation, in 
•inch .:n.ergeecy, when the same peril may 
attack all our other cities at any moment, I 
appeal to you to join a,v Am y i,.f Health. 
Sttpeort me and 1 pled^,* '/n«t "tnrmatiry v itl 
be re:<c red and I he cuu>Ur\ ht.di'i' Stek 
out any jnan you <ee in wht*e uiuoriri a'i'l 
say you want to aid the Healer Tht Hi»?Ut 
is the only ni***i who can save rhr rc-n.-"rv~ ' 

"Pretty, isn't it?" Dunn clicked oft 
the set and sneered. "The cleverest 
technique for setting up a dictarorslii|j 
I've ' heard of in a lonq; i ime, From 
healing the country it'll he just one 
short step to taking over the country, ' 

"Yes, but why "gelatin uniforms?" 
persisted Cole, 

■ "Simple. Kills two birds with one 
stone. Probably this Healer has 
started all the trouble. Probably man- 
ufactured and seat out the uniforms 
to Ms men in advance. They nruet 
immunize the wearers." 

"Perhaps — " mused Cole. He was 
. silent for the rest of the trip home. 


The other explorers had not vet re- 
turned when thf •« reached the staff 
loose, ■ Cole ran up to the library, got 
a few books, and locked himself in 
his room with instructions that he be 
called when all had arrived. 

The long hours of the night dragged 
interminably while the besieged staff 
kept close watch and listened to the 
mad sounds that echoed across the 
grounds- from the hospital buildings. 
At last a car drove up to the house, 
followed by a second and later a third. 
The excited searchers called Cole and 
all crowded into the dining room for 
another conference. 

"While Dunn is plotting the radia- 
tion lines on the map,"' said Cole, "let 
me tell you what we've learned. We 
find that ' the source of infection is a 
radiation. How?' From a series of 
clues. 

"First : I've checked almost every 
possible mechanical means of contam- 
ination and found all negative. 

"Second : there Is the all important 
evidence of the tree and shrub infec- 
tions. I don't think anyone will deny 
that evidence points to a radiation flow- 
ing from a definite quarter . . ." He 
paused and looked around. Simmons 
came up grinning and placed a map in 
his hand. 

"Moreover," continued Cole, "there's 
other evidence. Why were the plants 
in the hot-house unaffected? Why are 
people living underground unharmed ? 
b'n>icns.]y, they are protected from the 
tarmiuf exposure." 

••ll'HATS this mysterious ex- 

WW posure?" demanded a score 

of voices 

"1 d'Hit know," answered Cole, "but 
I can tell you a simple story that will 

explain a lot. Biologists at the All- 
Union Institute of Experimental Med- 
icine at Moscow have been experiment- 
ing with the reproduction rate of living 
tissue. They noticed that cell division 
frequently followed a definite rhythm 
and concluded that it might originate 
in neighboring cells., ; 

"They set up an experiment. Taking 
young Blender roots, they\ placed one 
so that its tip pointed directly at a 
side of a, second. The ri >hey called 
the biological cannon, the second the 
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detector. They permitted the two roots 

to remain in this position for three 
hours. Then the detector was sectioned 
and ■ the number of cell divisions on 
both sides of the root were counted. 
In the exposed area about one-fourth 
more divisions were discovered. Ap- 
parently, the biological gun made a 
difference. 

• ' "The experiment was tried more than 
a hundred times, and each time the re- 
sults were thf - c .,;ie. It was tried but 
with a thin sheet of quartz interposed 
and again the results were the same. 
But when a thin sheet of glass was 
used, or when the quart* was coated 
with gelatin, the effect ceased. Now, 
you all know that quartz is transparent 
to ultra-violet rays — while glass and 
gelatin are opaque — " . He paused 
meaningly. _» 

The others stirred amazedly and 
stared at the young scientist. 

"From all these considerations,'" con- 
tinued Cole, "they concluded that the 
influence might be an ultra-violet radi- 
ation generated by the cells of the 
sender. Since it was the increasing 
rate of mitosis that had betrayvd the 
emissions, they were named initoH,' lu- 
etic rays. Gentlemen, I'm of the upi'i. 
ion that our city is being bomt.rtfkJ 
with some new and extremely puu emil 
form of these mitogenetic rays. All thr 
evidence points to it . . 

"How about the hot-houses? ' c , H e > 1 
Dunn. 

"That, too. Queens Hospital hap- 
pens to have plain glass hot Km-e- 
Ordinary glass, like gelatin, blue k . > )f i 
mitogenetic rays. Those men, the or- 
ganizers of the man who calls htm^di 
the Healer, wear gelatin uniforms 
obviously to protect themselves from 
these mitogenetic rays. Last ot ali. 
our search has shown that these i ay* 
emanate from a common focal point '* 
He held up the map. "A point at Black 
Tor, some twenty miles above New 
York on the Hudson. I don't know 
what the Healer is using for his mur- 
derous work, but one thing is self- 
evident. We've got to get up there 
and destroy it!" 

There followed a chaotic half hour 
while men were selected and the little 
arms and ammunition they possessed 
were ■ distributed. At last sixteen in 


all assembled in the dining room for a 
last word before setting out. 

"We've got to get through," Cole 
told them. "The Healer is broadcasting 
death and destruction from Black Tor. 
If we can smash him, the entire cam- 
paign will collapse. Remember that 
we'll accomplish more if we're . cau- 
tious. Stop off in New York and pick 
up all the weapons you can use. If 
you get the chance ' to hijack a man's 
uniform, do it." 

"Why not manufacture , our own out 
of gelatin before we go «p there ?" 
asked Simmons. . ■ . ... 

"Not enough time, in the first place. 
In the second, this may be a special 
gelatin-fabric that may take too long 
to duplicate." * • ' 

"But why get suits at all?" 

"Dunn and I have agreed that our 
immunity results from some unknown 
skin quality which affords mechanical 
protection to the mitogenetic rays. 
Hut as we approach the source of the 
emanations they'll grow tremendously 
stronger— remember the law of inverse 
square.-— -trong enough perhaps to 
hieak through our normal skin protec- 
tion. We can't tveti take that chance. 
Ali right, now! No more discussion. 
Take any route north you like . . . but 
1 «e at Chance ville, just . below Black 
Tor, hw five o'clock r 


CHAPTER IV 

•Mem in White 


IT was four-thirty when Cole reached 
Chanceville, and two of the other 
cars wen- already waiting on the turn- 
i'lVe. The trip up had been horrible, 
tor the closer they approached the 
scarce of the barrage, the more hor- 
rible the distortions of men and 
growths had become. 

'Hey— look at the Tor!" Dunn 
pointed excitedly as the black peak - 
loomed up in the distance. A thin, ' 
almost imperceptible radiance ' played 
in a halo around the tip, a radiance of 
subtle pastels. It flickered and swayed 
like dancing fire imps. For long min- 
utes the two men stared, fascinated. . 
At last Cole snapped his fingers. 
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-Five o'clock/' he said, "Can't wait 
an}- longer. Let's get on." 

In single file the twelve men paced 
noiselessly down the road, A hundred 
yards beyond the cars they came to a 
turn and presently sighted the outly- 
ing homes of the town. It was getting 
light quite rapidly and there was an 
urgent need to .get past the bat racks 
'before they ware seen. 

They were almost past the big town 
hall that Simmons pointed out as the 
barracks when the interruption came. 
Three white-clad sentinels rounded a 
corner and started at the sight of men 
but a few feet away. One cried : 
"Halt!" and fumbled at a holster. The 
others darted forward, yanking at their 
belts. ' 

-• Cole swung up fte rifle he was car- 
rying and swung it butt-foremost in a 
mighty arc that cracked sickeniagly 
against the head of the leader. He 
went down with a coughing grunt and 
rolled against the legs of the second 
who tripped and fell. The remaining 
man let out a frightened howl and fired 
his revolver blindly before a shot from 
behind Cole dropped him in his tracks. 

But at that instant the barracks dis- 
gorged a thin stream of uniformed 
men who closed in on them. 

"This way !" yelled Cole. He turned 
and Bprinted into a narrow lane be- 
tween two houses. The others fol- 
lowed. Behind hfen Cole heard blows 
and struggling bodies Then he was in 
a backyard. Lithely, he vault (.1 n ;:gh 
board fence. He dropped down on the 
other side and waited until he was fol- 
lowed by another figure in whiu , 1 ) uin. 

"Where're the others?" he whispered. 

»UNN motioned with his bead to- 
ward the barracks. 
They set off at a low crouching run 
until they were clear of the town and 
then' straightened to take the steep road 
that led to the mountain top. The half- 
light of the dawn brightened rapidly 
and high above them loomed Black Tor. 
Through the trees they could make out 
the glint of metal, the outlines of a 
giant structure poised at the tip of the 
peak. Still they tore up the jagged, 
twisted mountain until at last they 
sighted a high barbed-wire fence. 
It was close-meshed, heavy and over 


ten feet high, braced with rough steel 
stanchions set in concrete piers. • A 
■ hundred yards above the fence, masked 
by wild bushes, was a high-towered 
stone mansion that looked like a medie- 
val observatory. At the top was an all 
too modern turret of twentieth century 
metal. There was only one gate to the 
fence in view, at the head of the road, 
and that was guarded by a squad of ten 
men. 

"How in blazes are we going to get 
through?" muttered Cole. "We can't 
take any chances. Want to bluff?" 

"I can get you in," answered Dunn. 
"Listen—" 

They held a whispered conference, 
then Dunn took the rifle and crept into 
the forest alongside the road. In a few 
minutes a shot rang out as' he began 
a miniature war with the guards before 
the gate. Taking advantage of the ex- 
citement, Cole dashed up to the fence. 
He listened to the excited reports of the 
guards, peered in the direction of the 
unknown assailant, then nodded and 
dashed up the slope toward the tower 
as if running for aid. He yanked open 
the heavy oak door and slammed it shut 
behind him, breathing deeply in pre- 
tended relief. 

As he looked around the small ante- 
room in which he found himself, he 
heard a step. An officer thrust aside a 
curtain and entered. 

"What the hell's the trouble out 
there ?" snapped the officer. 

"There's an attack on the tower, sir." 

The officer started and turned to 
bark a command to the guards in the 
room behind him. Cole took a quick 
step and jabbed the muzzle of his re- 
volver into the officer's back. 

"All right," he said tersely, "tell them 
to back up against the walls." The of- 
ficer hesitated and felt the gun prod 
Mm fiercely. He gave the command. 
Cole shoved the man before him and 
stepped quickly across the guard room 
until he reached the closed door at the 
far side. He swung the officer around, 
reached for the knob and opened it a 
fraction. Then he yanked open the 
door, darted through swiftly and 
banged it shut behind him. 

To the right he saw a flight of stone 
steps. He darted up . them. Behind 
him the door burst open and a shot 
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cracked out as fie officer dashed after 
him, ■ Cole reached the turn in the 
stairs and pelted on up until lie was at 
the first landing. Below him came the 
trample of pursuit. He half stumbled 
up the remaining flight to the first floor 
as the others came around the turn. 

. Another shot .tin! n <av ir^m below, 
then he was through a door and had 
slattmed it behind him. There was no 
key in the lock. He turned to see a be- 
wildered man in uniform arise from a 
radio control board and snatch a pair of 
ear-phones off his head. 

"Trouble !" cried Cole hoarsely. He 
nodded his head toward the door. 
"You've got to hold them off for 
<iv..*.:le. . I'm going up to report." 

THE radio operator nodded and 
pointed through the control room. 
Co't* dashed on to a narrow spiraling 
sweep of iron steps and went clanging 
up their twisting heights. ' He heard 
the dim repercussions of splintering 
wood down there and savage shouting. 
Then bullets were whamming and 
whining through the metal girder- 
work. 

■ Cole thought his heart was going to 
burst with the strain of plunging up 
those incredibly steep stairs. Then lie 
had reached a small platform beyond 
which were two curtained doors. He 
paused for a moment in indecision, 
wondering whether to dart in or con- 
tinue his flight up the twining stairs 
toward the tower's top. But many feet 
were crashing on the metal and lie was 
sure they might wing him before he 
reached the top. 

Cole turned to the right and jumped 
through the door into a large room, 
lined with windows on one side. He 
darted over for a look down and saw 
he was high above the ground. He 
looked around wildly. This was some 
kind of biological lab. No place to hide 
here. 

He continued through two other 
rooms and then found himself in an- 
other laboratory. Long tables were 
laden with microscopes and a huge con- 
denser glittered in the bright morning 
sunshine. The uproar of the pursuit 
was swelling behind him and before 
him, until he felt he was surrounded 
with sound. The door at the far end 


was locked. He tamed the key care- 
fully and peered out Then his heart 
sank as he realized something abruptly. 
The tower was round, of course. He 
had sped around the periphery of rooms 
and come back to the same iron land- 
ing! 

The stairs were covered with guards, 
crowded together, talking and gesticu- 
lating. Fresh men were squirming up * 
the stairs from below, asking questions, 
telling about the skirmish outside, hear- 
ing about the crazy guy within. Be- 
hind him Cole heard the pursuers dash- . 
ing through the laboratory. He took a 
breath, opened the door softly and 
slipped through, the key still m his 
hand. 

He stood, back to door, and fumbled 
desperately to press the key home and 
twist it. After a moment's work he „ 
caught the key in the slot. As steps 
ran forward Iiistne, he twisted it and 
felt the door quiver under an onslaught 
of knocks. 

"Its locked, sir," he called. 

"I know tl blasted fool !* came 

the officer's voice. Other guards crowd- 
ed up behind him to listen. ■ He slipped - 
the key out again and tucked it up the ' 
sleeve of his uniform. 

"What shall we do, sir?" asked Cole. 
"There's no key out here." ' 

"I know that, too," snapped the of- 
ficer impatiently. "Some of yon come 
inside to search. He must be here. The 
rest watch these steps." 

Cole turned and looked at the other 
guards. They shrugged and sauntered 
lazily through the open door. 

M Bxy," a voice called — a familiar ■ • 
voice. "We ought to watch the top of 
them stairs, hub?" Cole stared and al- 
most fainted from the shock. 

"Right!" he managed to call. "Come 
with me. We'll go above.'' 

They pushed through the crush and 
took statu r i ,i few YTrds up the spiral , : 
staircase. Cole trembled with anxiety ' ' : : 
until they were a little byond earshot. 

"For heaven's sake," he whispered 
from the corner of his mouth, "how did . 
you do it?" 

"Simple," answered Dunn. "You 
sent out scouts. I pretended I was one, 
too. I hunted around for myself 'for ^ - 
awhile and then reported back to the "," 
gate. Then we all heard the trouble in- 
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side and I came on up. One nice thing 
abnut a uniform. If you've got it on 
your best enemy won't know you." 

"I'm glad to see )ou," whispered 
Cole fervently. "Come on. let's sneak 
aloft. There's not much time." 

.Carefully they backed up the stairs, a 
step at a time, until they were con- 
cealed by the mesh and intermesh of 
iron grid- work. Then they turned and 
ran swiftly up until they reached the 
head where a guard already stood be- 
fore a heavy metal panel. 

"Guard change," said Cole, The man 
saluted, started down. They waited 
until he disappeared and then tried the 
panel. ' It slid aside weightily. ■ They 
through into a small hatchway, 
g the door, they mounted the 
hatch and came up to a broad open floor 
of polished glass, covered with appa- 
ratus. ... 

"This," gasped Dunn, "must be it! 
The machine that's responsible for the 
plague !" 

CHAPTER V 
The Healer 


SUDDENLY they wcrv a war? of flie 
thundering dione ,*n t <ru> crack- 
ling discharges. The tower head, al- 
most twenty feet in diameter, was filled 
with what appeared to be a giant gun 
or electrode. It reared up from the 
floor, from a welter of smaller mechan- 
ical adjustments, coils and wires, like 
a mechanical imitation of a prehistoric 
mastodon. The insulated masonry sup- 
ports were like great haunches. A 
nightmare of contacts, switchpoints 
and tube dischargers, it resembled a 
barrel-like body, and m ovate steel 
head lengthened to a short ugly muz- 
zle. 

■ The thing was pointing south, and it 
shook and trembled in the droning roar 
of its power. They could see serried 
ranks of Coolidge tubes discharging 
and glowing, hear the whispered force 
of the muzzle emanation, smell the 
overpowering odor of ionization. 

"God t" breathed Cole, "what a- 
thing !" He stepped forward instinc- 
tively, followed by Dunn. Suddenly a 


voice behind them cried out : 

"Stop, you blasted idiots !" 

A huge man, in uniform, stood at a 
small archway behind them. 

"How many times do I have to warn 
you?" he shouted angrily. "You can't 
go within ten feet of. that projector un- 
less you want to fry. And wha; the hell 
are you doing up here?" 

"Can't tell you in this noi^c, bir," 
called Cole. 

"All right, come into the workshop." 

The man stood to one side, a massive 
figure in the bulky hooded uniform, 
while they passed into a small work- 
lab. Then he slammed shut the thick 
door and faced them. 

"Well," he demanded sharply, "what 
do you want? I gave orders I was not 
to be disturbed." ■ 

Cole stood silent for a breath, his 
fingers trembling on the butt of his 
revolver. Then he sighed quite audibly 
and looked up. 

"Oh worshipful Healer," he said bit- 
terly, "I'm the bearer of evil tidings. 
On second thought, Mr. Miller, you'd 
better remove the mask !" 

The world seemed to stand still. 
They heard the rumble of the projector 
through the heavy door, and Miller 
drew in several sharp breaths. Then, 
with the violence of a volcanic eruption, 
he went into action. His arms flung 
out and seized little Dunn by arm and 
shoulder and half-threw him into Cole's 
body. 

As the two men reeled back he turned 
and yanked at the heavy work-lab door. 
He was halfway through before Cole 
managed to disentangle himself and 
leap in pursuit. 

Cole caught up with Miller beyond 
the archway and threw himself at the 
latter's flying legs. His shoulder clipped 
against the calves, bringing the big man 
down with a crash. Cole scrambled for- 
ward on hands and knees and clinched 
with Miller, and the two, clawing and 
pummeling, strained to their feet. They 
stood, feet planted, trading punches 
savagely for almost a xrv.nute. Then 
there was a flicker of 'vbtte at Cole's 
aide and a whirl of arm* 

"MMTLLER cried out and staggered 

Ifm back. He teetered for an instant 
and staggered back another few feet. 
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The projector roared op suddenly and 
his body stiffened like a puppet jerked 
by a string. 

There came « series of crackling dis- 
charges and a violet aura played around 
Miller's body while Ms limbs danced 
and twitched in a mad Slowly he 
began to crumble and brown, and Ms 
body sank to the polished floor. 

The reek ui 1 ..tsting flesh filled the 
chamber. The two men turned sickly 
and ran back into the lab. 

"What did you do?" asked Cole at 
last. 

"What I had to." Dunn shook his 
bead. "While you were punching him 
I sneaked around and cracked his skull 
open with the rifle." 

Cole nodded and sat for awhile. 

"How'd you know it was Miller?" 
Dunn queried after awhile. 
■ "Tell you later." Cole pulled himself 
together. "Right now we've got to de- 
stroy that machine completely. Other- 
wise they might be able to get it back 
into action in a few hours." 

"Well?" 

Cole paced around the laboratory and 
thought desperately. He picked up a 
few reagent bottles, read tliti; LUj- 
and smiled slowly. 

"Did you know," he began absently, 
"I was almost busted out of Columbia 
for—" 

"For what?" 

"Never mind now." Cole hunted 
around the room for equipment with 
revitalized energy. "I've got a tough 
job for you, Dunn. Go below and bring 
me a guard. If you can't get the guard, 
at least get a uniform. An extra uni- 
form, get it?" 

Dunn was out of the lab in a flash 
and tumbling down the hatchway. He 
slid aside the outer panel and peered 
down the stairs. Through the cross- 
hatch he was able to discern a solitary 
guard mounted at the lower landing 
where the search for Cole was still in 
disgruntled progress. Evidently most 
of the men had already been sent below. 

He tiptoed down until he was a few 
yards distant, then gradually craned 
over the edge of the balustrade, swing- 
ing his rifle by the muzzle at the end 
of his arm. The butt hung a few feet 
behind the guard's head. Dunn flexed 
Ms wrist fiercely and swished the heavy 


pendulum forward. The guard crum- 
pled with a clash of equipment to the 
steps. Instantly, Dunn leaped down 
the last few yards, heaved the inert 
body to his shoulder, " picked up the 
rifle, and tottered back up the stairs. 

In the hatchn u«. <ic threw down the 
unconscious man and ripped off his uni- 
form. He slung the body outside the 
panel, slammed the door and dashed 
back up to the laboratory, carrying the 
rifle and the heavy folds of gelatinous 
material. 

"Rip off the zippers and snaps," said 
- Cole, busied over retorts, "and macer- 
ate the material for me, will you?" 
■ In a few moments it was ready. Cole 

placed the heavy stuff in a large beaker 
and boiled it gently until it was quite 
liquid. He set it to cool and turned 
back to his own work of gen- •, *'.,ray- ' 
ing a colorless fluid in. . • aal vat of 
fuming cloudy _.s!i~.i iii^e Dai, a sniffed 
the acrid bur v'i i''t".i \ iii-id. 

% 6 Oh t « uuvi Me >.».*." ) *.<:»» tt of the 
* m -.v,c i tuc i'<v:Ki.t, iruiv i.^ard the 
vka-t; iUM ...< >"t •bt.nr ! J v, steps 
receding into the distance. 

"Guard's come to," breathed Dunn. 
"How much longer, Lewis? We 
haven't much time." 
"Give me ten minutes." 
Willi 1 1 an; it fingers, Cole yanked 
carnitines itoin iiis belt and pried the 
bulk t-ht*,'t* trom the shells. ' He 
■luuiotu c ip i-'u f<ound stalks of cordite, 

«f.ln ii^cii iKi- t '.indies and began to lay 
,i Jut ^ cum:, :<i individual stalks across 
Hit <nv„.otrt rioor af the projector room. 
L>U'iii pitched :n, and together they laid 
iX lung tram weaving in and out around 
u.t suits 01 tlit * 1 wer. 

When tht\ it aimed, to the labora- 
tory, tbe maii in the beaker had set into 
a nuge lump <jl yellowish gelatin. 

_ "Careful,* now!" gasped Cole. He 
lifted up the beaker and carried it gen- 
tly outside, placed it on the floor with 
open mouth adjacent to t of the 

train. 

"Mercury fulminate," he called to 
Dunn. "You'll find the powder in a 
watch crystal on the table." 

Cole took the powder and heaped it 
in a pile just touch'ng the gelatin and 
train. Then he ariue painfully and bit 
his lip. 
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"Let's go," he said. He bent over 
again and applied a teatch to the far end 
of the train. The cordite flared and 
burned rapidly along its length, Dunn 
scooped up the riHes and together they 
clashed down the hatchway, and oat on 
-t&e stairs. They galloped down, three 
■at a Jump. As they readied the land- 
fag Dunn called': 
r 'Stand by, Lewis, trouble ahead P 
The officer and guards were assem- 
bled on the landing with an excited, 
uniformless man. They glanced at Cole 
and Dunn and raised their rifles. Be- 
fore a shot was fired, the two scientists 
had smashed into them, sending them 
reeling. They darted down the lower 
stairs. A volley roared after them, 
'missed. 

Far up the tower the shots continued 
to belch out. Then they had reached 
the bottom and were tearing through 
the radio room. The operator sprang 
to Ms feet. Cole sprinted past Dunn, 
swung up his rifle, and sent the man 
smashing back into Ms control board. 
They panted through the door, reached 
the head of the broad staircase, and 
there Dunn twisted Ms ankle. He col- 
lapsed like a deflated balloon, reeled 
and tottered forward down the broad 
expanse of steps like a rag doll. 

Cole almost fell himself as he burst 
down with all the speed he could man- 
age. Dunn was semi-conscious when 
he reached him. He tried to rise and 
slipped back again. 

"Go ahead, Lewis," lie grinned. "No 
Merriwell stuff P 

Cole cursed and picked up the light 
man and eased him over his shoulder. 
Feet were trampling down the staircase 
as he tugged open the guard room door 
and burst into the astonished group ot 
men loitering there. 

"Sick," he yelled. "I'm getting him 
..below." He crossed the room in three 
giant steps and was through the curtain 
before they could answer. 

VWE must hurry. Time was precious. 
JOB. He managed to pull open the 
heavy outer door and was out in the 
epen. The train wasn't too long. It 
IMS due any moment now. He lurched 
across the grounds, gasping vith split 
lungs. The fence was a hundred yards 
distant. Would it be far enough? 


Could he reach it before — A hundred 
yards. It seemed like a hundred miles. 
He heard men shouting behind him and 
suddenly the gate loomed up and lie 
was . surrounded by alert men with 
poised rifles. He sagged against the 
wire mesh, eyes popping with the 
strain. 

And at that moment the tower blew 

up. 

It seemed to shake itself loose from 
Black Tor and spray out against the 
bright morning sky. There was a ti- 
tanic explosion and a hideous fountain 
of flames ripped down the length of the 
stone and masonry. It stopped and 
showed sudden space where solid brick 
had been a moment before. Then the 
concussion threw them to the ground 
and Cole lay amid the whistling frag- 
ments that rained down. 

He thought he must have lost con- 
sciousness for a long time, for it seemed 
hours later when at last he arose and 
looked about. The tower was entirely 
demolished. Only a few fragments of 
the foundation still stood. The entire 
peak of the Tor was littered with 
chunks of broken stone and here and 
there he could see bewildered guards 
in torn uniforms struggling to their 
feet. But, curiously, the explosions 
still went on. He stared at the little 
craters of earth that blasted up over 
the peak. 

"Give me a hand up, Lewis." 1 

Startled, Cole saw that Dunn was 
apparently unharmed, although his left 
shoulder looked bloody and twisted. 
He - raised him gently, then the two 
crouched back and wondered at the rea- 
son for the explosions. At last Dunn 
snapped his fingers. 

"National Guard," he said, and tried 
c L,tin. "Isn't it just like them to get 
here too late? They're shelling the 
peak from below with a Stokes mor- 
tar. Probably they -took that look 
around this morning and got the story 
from the boys below." 

Cole nodded and, as if by common 
consent, they turned and hurried down 
the road away from the well meant de- 
struction. A hundred yards below they 
paused to rip off the gelatin uniforms 
and stare down at the little town. They 
could sec brown uniforms bustling 
about and the glitter of bayonets. For 
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some time they walked in silence and 
at last Dunn grunted and asked: 

"How'd you do it, Lewis?" 

"Blasting gelatin," answered Cole. 
"That's why I was almost busted out of 
Columbia. Learned how to make it at 
school. Explosives always were a hob- 
by of mine." 

"1 see.** Dunn sighed and tried to 
adjust his smashed shoulder a little. 
"Tell me, Lewis. How did you !kow 
it was Miller?" 

"Oil, that! Well, you gave me the 
clue yourself. Remember the photo- 
graph of Miller and Gurwitsch? You 
mentioned at the time that Gurwitsch 
had done remarkable things with ab- 
normal plant growth and told me to 
look it up in the Journal of Zoology. 
I did, and discovered it was Gurwitsch 
who had done the initial work on mito- 
genetic rays at the Moscow Institute." 

"But just because Miller studied with 
him—*' objected Dunn. 

"Naturally that's not conclusive 
proof," interrupted Cole. "But there 
was another matter that seemed to 
clinch it. Among Miller s papers at ikt 
hospital I found a carious item. A bill 
for six thousand dollars* woitb ci la a 


beef bones. Know what you make from 
bones? Gelatin. Yes I • Miller had 
been preparing this coup ' for years. 
Manufactured Ms own special gelatin 
fabric for the uniforms in secret. He 
organized everything without a clue. 
Probably conceived the plan back in 
Moscow. Evidently he learned more 
than biology back there. He had the 
will to lead and direct, the love of au- 
thority and domination." 

*I see," repeated Dunn. He gazed 
around at the cool morning with some- 
thing of relief in his pain-stricken face, 
"I suppose this finishes it." 

"Not quite," answered Cole slowly. 
"We've smashed the projector and kg 
invtntor, and the army's taking care of . 
the Boys in White down there, but—" 
His eyes took in the stricken land and 
he pointed toward the distorted things. 
"No, our work's just beginning, Dunn. 
We must bring health and sanity back." 
Suddenly he noticed tht revolver still 
clenched in his ist, He tossed it into 
the crackling brush with a shiver of un- 
cOi>cirak->? relief. 

"Thaak God," he said, "I've no more 
u>c lor iliat. I'm a doctor — not a de- 
itiovei,''" 
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A SPECIAL FEATURE OF INTERESTING ODDITIES 
by MORI WEJSINGER 


CYCLOPEAN VISION 

WjUJTURE man will have one eye! 

jBl Biologists report that' natiac is 
gradually working toward a single eye 
in the center of fhe face. Tests show 



that many people have a dominant eve 
which docs most of the seeing, just as 
most people are right-handed. The 

dominant eye does SO percent of the 
seeing. 

The effect of a dominant eye is to 
decrease stereoscopic vision. Things 
look latter. Some -biologists, looking 
thousands of years into the future, sug- 
gest that la time all our seeing may fie 
done with one eye and that, in effect- 
ing the change, Nature win have moved 
the eye to the center of the forehead, 
turning us into a race of Cyclopes. 

SCIENCE GIVES UP 

SIMPLE science lists five absolute 
itn possibilities! 
You can't unroll tire tape without 
making light. The separation of the 
tightly adhering surfaces producer a 
glow easily visible in the dark. 

You can't focus X-rays. There is no 
lens which refracts X-rays as a burn- 
ing-glass focuses visible rays. 

You can't use a siphon in a vacuum 
because it is the atmospheric pressure 
that forces the liquid up the short arm 
as soon as the long column of liquid 
begins to fall under its own weight. 
It is abBohrteiy impossible to shoot 
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a bullet from a revolver or a rifle hor- 
izontally. Regardless of its speed, the 
bullet ajways falls due to the effect of 
gravitation upon it. Consequently, the 
path of the bullet is curved. 

You can't walk without generating 
electricity. Even if there is no friction 
the impact causes electrification. 

. THE FIVE-SENSE LIQUID 

GINGER ALE is a five-sense liquid S 
It is one of the few inanimate 
things known to science which can be 
tasted, smell ed, heard, seen and felt 
without being touched S 

You can tas't ginger ale without 
touching it. Hold your tongue above 
a glass of the liquid, and the efferves- 
cent action will make bubbles fly onto 
the tongue. You can also hear ginger 
ale — its bubbling action gives forth a 
distinctly audible sound which may be 
heard by holding the ear in close prox- 
imity to the liquid. You can see it — 
that's obvious. You can feel it — the 
spray from the effervescing bubbles 
may be distinctly felt on the sensitive 
skin of the lips. And you can smell 
the liquid, by sniffing it an inch away. 

. STAR DUST 

EVERY star must explode t 
Astronomers report that at 
least twenty stars of our stellar uni- 
verse explode yearly. 

Since our Universe is about 2 billion 
years old, it follows that some 40 billion 
stars have already exploded during this 
period. On the other hand, our stellar 
system contains only about 40 billion 
individual stars. 

Thus, we must conclude that prac- 
tically every star must explode at least 
once during its evolutionary history. 
But the chance of our Sttrw exploding 
within the next few years is still only 


about oae in several bilious, so tint 
such an explosion is much less prob- 
able than many other unpleasant events 

that can happen, to humanity. 

AIR THIEVES 

BACTERIA in the ocean use up 
more oxygen than fish ! 
■Oxygen in the ocean is probably used 
up more rapidly "by bacteria and other 
micro-organisms than it is by all th# 
fifth, and other visible animals tanging 
from tiny shrimp to gigantic octopi, 
according to oceanography experts. 

Bacteria swarm in the depths in in- 
credible numbers. A quart of ocean 
water may. contain anywhere from 
100,000 to 10,000,000 bacteria, consum- 
ing oxygen at the rate of .001 cubic 
centimeter to more than one cubic 
centimeter per quart per year. This 
looks rather insignificant — but there is 
a staggering total of quarts of water 
in the ocean 1 

BOTANICAL DIVINING RODS 

PTTTREASURE-HUNTERS are using 
JL flowers to locate hidden minerals ! 

Modern mineralogists sleuth for val- 
uable substances via botanical evi- 
dence. 

For example, in Upper Silesia, and 
in some parts of Belgium, the profuse- 
ness of the calamine velvet, growing in 
out-of-the-way places, has, in every in- 
stance, resulted 'U the finding of valu- 
able deposits of zinc ore being found 
rckw. Birch tree » growing m great 



profusion indicate iron ores beneath. 
The presence of the plant, the Con- 
volvulus althaeoides, in certain sec- 
tions of Spain, indicates the abundance 
of phosphate ores beneath the surface. 
Silver ore deposits seem to favor 
Erigonum ovaJifolium. 

In Michigan and Wisconsin, met- 
allurgists, baffled by the profusion of 
a shrub known as Amoipba 'camssoem 


on land once .eomiiered of little value, 

• thought fit to call in tlif- help -of botaay 
experts. The^hotaraets predicted that 
below. . ■ , 

And m It proved f • ; 

REFRiGERATOR MARATHON 

THE "mileage" of the average elec- 
tric refrigerator exceeds that of 
most automobiles 1 

Westinghouse engineers report that 
the compressor motor of an electric 
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refrigerator travel* the cjLivcictu of 
250.000 mikfe in rive yeara" normal oj< 
eration — enough to cany it around the 
world 10 times if it could travel under 
its own power. 

BLACKOUT BLUES BEATEN ■ 

Ijj^CIEMCl is licking the blackout! 

Blackouts in warring countries 
usually necessitate painting factory 
windows, so that electric lights are 
necessary in the daytime. In England, 
complete obliteration of windows is ob- 
viated by use of blue windows and 
orange lights. 

During the day some daylight is 
transmitted, but at night the blue glass 
Will no l transmit outwardly the inner 
oiattgc light, which is effectively fil- 
tered, 

NATURE'S EXTREMES ' 

W r ATURE has four extremes that 
A-^H can never be challenged ! 

Nothing can move faster than 670,- 
000,000 miles per hour — the speed of 
light. 

Nothing can be colder than absolute 
zero — 2/ i Ue^ieed Centigrade, 

Nothing can be smaller than the nu- 
cleus or core of an atom. Ten trillion 
would fill an inch. 

No celestial body can get much hot- 
ter than from six to seven million de- 
grees Centigrade ! Above that, the 


pressure of the light emitted would 
blow it up ! 

THIS INCREDIBLE WORLD 

EIGHTY THOUSAND foot pounds 
of energy are used' by an athlete 
in running 100 yards tell seconds, ac- 
cording to recent tests. ... A single 
ton of high-carbon, cold-rolled strip 
steel will produce a million safety razor 
blades. , , . Someone lias estimated 
that a half ton of candles would be re- 
quired to produce the amount of light 
used monthly by the average American 
family. .... The tiny crystals which 
are regimented, line after line, to make 
Polaroid, are so small that three billion 
of them would just about cover the 
head of a pin 1/6 of an inch in diameter. 
. . . Organic 'chemists, of the world 
made approximately 25,000 new chem- 
ical compounds last year, an increase 
of about 6 percent . . . The venom of 
the black widow spider is approxi- 


mately IS times man* potent than that 
of The rattlesnake. . . . 

There are 11 oil-welli in the United 
States which pump oil from under the 
ocean. - . . The instinct to keep flying 
in one direction is so strong in migrat- 
ing butterflies that they have Leon 
known to fly through tunnels rather 
than make a slight detour. . . , Gaso- 
line hag an explosive power more than 
eighty times that of dynamite, . . . 
Carrier pigeons with a natural cam- 
ouflage of mottled plumage are being 
bred for wartime use. . . . Desert tur- 
tle* of the Southwest sometimes swal- 
low enough water in a single drink 
to increase their weight forty per 
cent. ... 

The Thysania moth of Guatemala 
attains the phenomenal wingspread of 
more than twelve inches. . , , Paint 
e\j.er-i say that an object may appear 
heavier in weight if painted red or 
orange, lighter in weight if colored blue 
or yellow. » » . 
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HE Saturnians had never seen 
anything like it, and they 
crowded around the novel space 
ship that Trenholm and O'Hara had 
set down among them. The native's 
broad good-natured faces were agape 
with excitement. 

On .the side of the ship was a flam- 
boyant painting of an Indian girl 
holding aloft a bottle that contained 
The Red Man's Old-FaBhioned Radio- 
active Herb Remedy, fortified with 
vitamins A to R inclusive, the latter 
made with the moat recently discov- 
ered carbon isotope. 

Beside the girl, there had originally 
been a sign announcing that the ship 
was the' home of Trenholm and 
O'Hara's Gigantic Medicine Show, 
but the mimes of the owners had been 
painted out and replaced by the bet- 
ter serving names of the Jones Broth- 
ers. Trenholm and O'Hara, with un- 
derstandable modesty, desired no pub- 
licity for themselves. 

O'Hara was giving the Saturmani 
Ms usual spiel now. 


THRILLING WONDER . STORIES 


"Cjtt.i i lu.i^f, i idles and gentlemen, 
CO! nt i-.w-wi," In chanted. The ladies 

an.i _ * nueiiit ii, eyes alight with ex- 
:.;!•. a, obeyed. Their faces were 
ut ptMiitine, with huge flapping ears, 
but without trunks. And to O'Hara 
v brought back old memories of 
thuae ancient cartoons that in bygone 
days had depicted the Republican 
Party as a man with an elephant's 
Lead. 

Bat it was not the heads that chicly 
interested him. If was the rough, 
. pink beads they ^ wore around - their 
necks. 

"We are now about to give you, 
ladies and "gentlemen," he went on, 

"absolutely free of charge, two hours 
of the most solid, fascinating, instruc- 
tive, and educational entertainment it 
has ever been the fortune of any mor- 
tal beir.jc to experience! Yes, sir, la- 
dies and gentlemen. Entertainment 
unparalleled and absolutely free of 
charge!" 

Tretinoin! threw a switch then, and 

their ancient movie projector flashed 
a picture of a Martian dancing girl on 
the three-dimensional screen, while 
the braying of one of the latest dance 
tunes came from the loudspeaker. 
Most of the music had been produced 
by the new electric trumpets and 
trombones, with shrill overtones that 
were guaranteed to deafen a sensitive 
ear The Saturnisms watched and lis- 
tened as if spellbound. O'Hara stared 
at the pink necklaces, and whispered : 
"Trcnholm. ray lad, we've got a for- 
tune in our hands I" 

THEN HOLM nodded. He -was a 
iar^i man, blond, something like 
u.i _iKifciit Viking in appearance, but 
w<tn no tsace of Viking recklessness. 
Ki-vklt-fiiess wouldn't have paid. 
l'hs-c j'aturtiians were twelve feet 
•a!., '.v.ih muscles even out of propor- 
r,c>: * ■ "heir size, and an Earth man 
c <jd u them had no more than 
rise 4iru,.:n •£ a child. 

H.'ii v, i,> tmall and dark, with a 
valui.il. ty '.rat contrasted with Treat- 
holm n tv" 1 i.r.vy to silence. And at 
the mt'v v. .van excited, wy ex- 
cited. 

Aura; it j iy '<w of the music, 

mate Satwir.^ni u< re flocking to the 


ship. O'Hara almost went crazy try- 
ing to estimate the value ^ of those 
necklace*. They were made of satar- 
gvrite, whkh was mostly silver sul- 
phide," tat they contained appreciable 
quantities of Element 102. 

Element 102 was the only known 
source of atomic energy whose trans- 
formation was capable of being accel- 
erated or retarded at will, and the 
price for it was high, extremely so. 
But getting it was a very dangerous 
business. The Saturriians, being be- 
low par mentally, were protected by 
stringent laws. If Trenholra- and 
O'Hara were caught at their little 
game, the 'penalty would be at least 
ten years in a jail that boasted no air 
conditioning, no television movies, 
and which guaranteed to teach way- 
ward' men the error of their ways. 

The reel showing the Martian danc- 
ing girl came to an end, and Trenholm 
slipped on another that depicted a 
Mercurian minstrel show. The jokes 
and gags were so babyish that a ten- 
year-old Earth child would have 
" flushed .with shame to be caught lis- 
tening to them, bat they suited the 
Saturnian taste perfectly, and gales of 
laughter swept the crowd. 

O'Hara did a little mental calculat- 
ing then. Judging from the mass of 
people collected here, they would get 
rid of their radio-active herb remedy 
in three days. From advance informa- 
tion they bad secured, they could rea- 
sonably count on a Saturnian patrol 
ship being back on the fourth day. 
That gave them a whole day to spare. 
O'Hara grinned, and almost felt the 
untold wealth in his pocket. 

The Mercurian minstrels, wheezed 
to an end, and O'Hara stepped for- 
ward with his right hand raised for 
attention. 

"Ladies and gentlemen," he roared, 
"we offer you now an attraction so 
sensational, so unbelievable, that you. 
will think your eyes and ears are ' 
playing you false. Nothing like it has 
been seen or heard of on Saturn from 
the beginning of time. Nothing like 
it has been seen or beard of on any 
of the planets. Ladies and gentlemen, 
we offer Waloo, the Saturnian with 
the intelligence of an Earthman !" 

Waloo stepped forward, grinning 
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with pride. He seemed like an aver- 
age ; Saturnian, aai he* was exactly 
that. They had picked Waloo up 
stranded on Mercury, and he had 
shown no wisdom there. But now he 
was wearing a pair of huge spectacles 
whose rims were caught around Ills 
flapping ears. And to the other Satur- 
nians he must have looked as wise 
as a judge. 

"Waloo," said O'Hara gravely, 
**ho«rmuch is two plus two?" 

WALOO hesitated. 
"Four," he ventured after a 

while. 

The crowd began to whisper excit- 
edly. Evidently they were checking 
up. After a few seconds, however, 
most of them were convinced that 
Waloo'a answer was correct, aai they 
stared at Mm admiringly. 

"How much is four times six?" 
O'Hara asked. 

■Twenty-four," ' Waloo guessed, 

"How much is ninety-nine divided 
. by three?" 

"Seventeen," replied Waloo, grin- 
ning stupidly, and O'Hara smothered 
an oath and swept on to the next ques- 
tion before the Saturnians could 
make up their minds whether or not 
he had made a mistake. 

For a time Waloo answered cor- 
rectly. And then O'Hara played his 
trump card. 

"Ladies and gentlemen," he cried. 
. "You have all heard of the Einstein 
theory." It Is so difficult to under- 
stand that few people, even on Earth, 
know what it is. But Waloo knows! 
Waloo, explain the Einstein theory." 

Waloo began slowly. 

"In ordinary mechanics," he in- 
toned, "if a body moves with the 
velocity \i with reference to 'O,' and 
'O' itself moves with velocity V with 
reference to 'O'— " 

They were stricken with awe. They 
hadn't the slightest suspicion of what 
it all meant, of course. For that mat- 
ter, neither had Trenholm and 
O'Hara. Trenholm had simply taken 
the words from a long-outmoded text- 
book on physics, and copied them for 
Waloo's benefit on a small placard. 

The placard was hung on the wall 
of the space ship, where to the near- 


sighted Saturnians it was practically 
invisible. But Waloo, with hie spec- 
tacles, could read the words with ease, 
just as he had read the answers to the 
questions O'Hara had asked ■ him. 
They were spelled in the new inter- 
planetary phonetic manner, and even 
a Saturnian could pronounce them, no 
matter how ignorant he .might be of 
their meaning. The whole difficulty 
with Waloo had been in teaching him 
to reply to the questions in order, and 
not to skip on to the next question's 
answer before the previous one had 
been given, as he repeatedly did. 

Waloo came to the end of the Kin- 
stein theory, and there was a burst of 
spontaneous applause. Waloo flushed 
happily. 

"The damn fool must really think 
he ' knows what he's talking about," 
O'Hara thought, and then addressed 
the crowd again. 

"My friends, you have seen and 
heard this remarkable exhibition. 
Would you ever have expected such 
intelligence from a Saturnian? Would 
you not have called it impossible? 
Well you, too, can be a& intelligent as 
Waloo. Yi Lsuies and gentlemen, 
incredibK a-, it may seem, we can in- 
cre.t-- • your intelligence a thousand- 
fold ' J t-.t drink one bottle of genu- 
ine Kcd Man 5 O.'d- Fashioned Radio- 
active Herb Remedy with vitamins A 
to R every day for five days, and you 
will be able to answer all the quest ions 
Waloo lias answered. 

"This intelligence remedy, dis- 
covered by an old Indian - with one- 
fourth Martian blood in Oklahoma,- 
U.S.A., Earth, while digging for roots, 
has a record of one hundred percent 
success 1 It is sadio-active, as you can 
see when I bring a bottle close to this 
electroscope. It has ail the vitamins 
in the world, and it contains that magic 
element, carbon isotope seventeen-B 
the form of carbon responsible for the 
genius of our greatest thinker*. Re- 
sults guaranteed, or your money back." 

O'HARA had them going, and he 
knew it. Stupid as they were, 
the Saturnian.. differed from other 
stupid people, in that they were aware 
of their deficiency. They had a tre- 
mendous resp.vi icr intc) _ i 
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J£8> ipi^,. and weald do anything to im- 
prc v» •:, tids. O'Hara did not 

tell t>.<, t ih«*S on Earth, the same 
K<*t;j! ( _>i Uvc Herb Remedy, consist- 
i.'.s ui Unit more than a trace of 
chemical and borne cotured water, had 
been advertised as a purifier of the 
blood stream and a cure for various 
disease. On Mercury they had guaran- 
teed it to inci ease the strength of the 
muscles. The remedy had an un- 
pleasant taste, and that made people 
believe in it. And for occasional 
doubters, he and Trenholm could refer 
to that 'Martian doctor who had writ- 
ten a crazy article solemnly asserting 
that they could improve the intelli- 
gence. 

Sometimes O'Hara could not help 
grinning when he realized that despite 
all advances in science, people had 

the same old weaknesses and desires, 
and fell for the same old tricks. 

"Results guaranteed, or your money 
tadc'I" he repeated. 

"The price, you idiot, the price!" 
Trenholm whispered. "Tell them the 
price 1" O'Hara had a tendency to be- 
come intoxicated with his own words. 

"And what do we charge for our 
magic Radio-active Herb Remedy?" 
declaimed O'Hara. "Not one thou- 
sand Interplanetary Lead Standard 
dollars, which it is well worth, ladies 
and gentlemen, which it is well worth. 
Not one hundred dollars. Not even 
ten dollars! No, all we ask for five 
bottle? oi this wonderful brain stimu- 
lator ii ur.c an. .all necklace of pink 
beads. 

"Think of h, jxw one small necklace 
of worth ly.'A'* Ka<.s icr five bot- 
tles! And a* c.i t >: ; rs added bonus, 
to the firs', tea put uu.-*r> buying this 
wonderful Ra<l:>'-cu live H._rh Remedy 
with all tie v.timin:, v t laicna to 
five away, ati-jolutely l'ree ut k naive, 
one pair of bc-aurtiul, hand-made, 
guaranteed plastic ,<pecui.Uh that will 
make you look as intelligent a» you 
axe going to Lief* 

If the Saturnisms had been iin pa- 
tient to buy the remedy beiore, the 
offer of the spectacles stampeded 
them. They pressed forward in so 
dense a mass that O'Hara was forced 
to plead with them. 

jfttet a moment, ladies and gentle- 


men, just a moment f* he boonied. 
"There is enough of the Radio-active 
Herb Remedy for all. And my brother 
and partner, Mr. Jones, authorizes me 
to state that our offer of spectacles to 
the first ten purchasers will be ex- 
tended to every purchaser 1" 

It was an hour before the buying 
spree had ended and the last Saturnian 
had gone, his five bottles of Radio- 
active Herb Remedy clutched firmly 
to his breast, and his spectacles with 
their lenses of plain, green-tinted 
tratislucite suspended from his ears. 
O'Hara was dancing around the ship. 

"Almost half the stock gone 1" he 
gloated, fondling the necklaces. 
"Trenholm, one more evening like this, 
and we're getting out of ' this place. 
We'll have enough to be rich!" 

npRENHOLM was more restrained. 

M "Tomorrow's haul won't be as 
good as this one," he warned. "We 
got the cream of the crop tonight." 

"If only I had thought to take more 
bottles," O'Hara groaned. He looked 
around the ship. "Where's Waloo?" 
he asked suddenly. 

Waloo was gone. 

"He's out there in the open coun- 
try," observed Trenholm. "We'll have 
to go after him." 

O'Hara nodded, and went into the 
ship. He returned with a small round 
metal object in his hand. 

"For the stinger prongs," he ex- 
plained, and they set out. 

Overhead the rings of Saturn cast a 
faint, reflecting light, and they could 
see without using their electric rays. 
The countryside had an eerie appear- 
ance in the semi-darkness. The plants 
were pyramidal in shape, rising from 
a broad base, and coming almost to a 
point, ?o that they might conserve 
their rwat against the freezing tem- 
perature* that would come during the 
Jc.r^ night. They were almost all 
d«rk rs. J and brown in color, and there 
\'~m no tuuch of green to relieve the 
Uis,iy monotony. 

Trenholm and O'Hara remained at 
first on a well-traveled path. Then, 
uum far off to the right, came the 
whinnying of a megapod. They 
stopped suddenly. 

"That's probably it," said Trenholm. 


BAD MEDICINE 


86 


"Waloo heard it, and set out to cap- 
ture It." 

They turned off the path to the 
right. A small glowing helix came 
twisting slowly past them, shedding a 
lurid violet light, and they gave it a 
wide berth. When excited, the helix 
had been known to wrap itself with 
incredible speed around a man's arm 
or leg, and squeeze. There was ter- 
rific force in the luminescent coils, and 
the usual result was that the arm or 
leg fell off, the stump cauterized by 
the radiation as neatly as if done by 
a surgeon's electrodes. 

In the distance they saw a megapod 
bound into the air, and come sailing 
down again slowly. Then they heard 
a low whistle. That was undoubtedly 
Waloo. 

The Saturnian was no more than a 
few hundred feet from them, and if 
they were lucky they would see him 
in less than five minutes. As they 
made their way forward, however, a 
Sudden shadow fell on them. They 
stopped again and looked up. 

Apparently descending from a spot 
in one of Saturn's rings, far to the left 
of them, a cloud of what seemed to be 
dust was tracing a parabolic path in 
the air. 

"1 guess that's it." O'Hara said, and 
grasped the small metal object he had 
taken from the ship more tightly. 
"Suppose we put our backs to one of 
those plants?" he suggested. 

Trenholtn shook his head. 

"The prongs might slide down its 
sides," he pointed out. "We'd better 
stay as far out in the open as w c a<' 
Save the energy in that projector," 
■ The particles of dust came closer, 
so that they seemed like small black 
spheres. Then, while still high up, 
the spheres disintegrated, and there 
were a thousand particles for each one 
that had existed before. They fell 
less rapidly now, having encountered 
the resistance of the Saturnian air. 
But they fell nevertheless, and when 
apparently only a mile up, the new 
particles, themselves grown to black 
spheres, disintegrated in turn. 
. "Do they split again?" asked O'- 
Hara. 

**No. They're individual stinger 
animals now." 


• S the animals drifted down, the 
* » F :rthmen could make out their 
outline i. Each black leathery balloon 
was almost two feet in diameter. 
There was no appearance of eyes or 
any other features. Behind each bal- 
loon were three large purple streamers 
several yards in length. 

It was these streamers, arranged 
like the prongs of a fork, < that had 
given the animals their name, and it 
was in them that the danger lay. A 
single touch of their purple fronds 
would incapacitate a Saturnian, or 
kilf an Earthman. . 

The prongs were coming closer now, 
seeming to fill the whole sky. 

"Turn on the projector," Trenholm 
said. 

O'Hara pressed a button, and held 
the projector «iver his head. They 
could see \ery little, for the prongs 
blotted out mobt r»f the light, and the 
projector's radiation was ultra-violet. 
But they knew the projector was 
working, for above them a prong sud- 
denly came within range, and ex- 
ploded ! 

The ultra-violet light had struck the 
black balloon, and both the leathery 
substance and the purple streamers 
had dissolved into gas, O'Hara could 
smell a faint odor of sulfur com- 
pounds. 

The prongs began to explode rapid- 
ly now, and for a moment the space 
above them became clear. But other 
prongs came drifting in from all sides, 
and O'Hara could not let up for a sec- 
ond. When he tired, Trenholm took 
the projector from him, and directed 
it against the silent throng of in- 
vaders. 

A prong came within ten feet cf 
them without exploding, and O'Hara 
tore it to pieces with a shot from his 
electric gun. 

"The radiation is getting weak 
now," Trenholm snapped. ' "If they 
keep coming — " 

A faint wind had sprung up sud- 
denly, and all the prongs began to 
drift toward the left. 

''It'll drive them away," exclaimed 
O'Hara happily. "All we have to do 
is wait." ■ ; 

" The wind freshened, and within a 
minute it rose to hurricane intensity. 


\ 


SO 
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And aftflf that the rain hit them, 

Mjst* A the prongs had drifted far 
tn;'» U'gh away to be no longer danger- 
and the rest were disintegrating 
in the rain, The raindrops were enor- 
mous, at least three inches in diam- 
eter, and they csine down with many 
times the force of any hailstones 
Trenhoim and O'Hara had ever seen 
ob earth. ' 

They fell without breaking up into 
smaller drops because they were not 
pure water, but a viscous aqueous so- 
' lution. The force of the wind had 
whirled them up from a lake where 
they had been resting quietly, and 
was now hurling them at . Trenhoim 
and O'Hara. 

The two men cast themselves on the 
ground in the lee of a tetraphyte, one 
of the huge pyramidal plants, and 
waited for the storm to pass. The 
Atops of rain hit them and splattered, 
and the droplets rolled down their 
faces so that they could taste them. 
They were bitter and nauseous, and 
their taste was almost worse than the 
battering they were receiving from 
the rain. 

In ten minutes, the wind ceased 
suddenly, and with it the rain. The 
two men rose to their feet painfully, 
and squeezed as much of the liquid as 
they could out of their clothes? Ahead 
of them, the megapod sprang into the 
air a second time, and once more they 
could ■ hear Waloo whistling » the 
animal enticingly. 

THEY started forward again. Soon 
they could see the megapod clear- 
ly. At first glance it looked like noth- 
ing more than four huge mustard-col- 
ored legs, grotesquely held together 
at the top by an insignificant body. 
On each leg was a pair of wings, kept 
folded when the animal sprang up- 
ward, extended as soon as the highest 
point in the leap had been reached, 
thus permitting a gradual descent. 

The wings were useful also during 
a high wind, for then the animal could 
soar, and travel long distances with- 
out effort. The legs were jointed, and 
the forelegs were twice as long as the 
others, so that on the ground the meg- 
apod had difficulty keeping its bal- 
ance. But it occasionally made use 


of a stiff tail that acted as an addi- 
tional support. The head was round 
and tiny, and hardly seemed fitted for 
a beast of sufficient size to carry a 
Saturn ian. 

Waloo was holding something 
green out to it. As Trenhoim and 
O'Hara came closer, they recognized 
the material as the roots of a rare 
variety of tetraphyte that was grow- 
ing all about them. _ At the same time 
that Waloo was trying to lure the 
megapod nearer to him, he whistled 
coaxingly. 

The megapod stared at Waloo, its 
tiny eyes showing its indecision. Fi- 
nally it leaped forward, and nibbled 
the green roots. Waloo did not move, 
' and the megapod, encouraged, began 
to eat 'steadily. 

"It's wild, isn't it?" O'Hara asked, 
low-voiced. 

"Wild, but not ownerless," Tren- 
hoim said. "This field we're in belongs 
to a group of Saturnians." 

"Then if Waloo is caught—" 

"It's jail for htm.", 

O'Hara frowned. 

"What about us?" 

"The Saturnians will probably make 
enough noise for someone to send for 
the patrol," Trenhoim replied. "You 
know what the patrol will do to ub. 
Jail, and reconditioning of our evil 
way." 

"Don't you think we ought to get 
out of here?" O'Hara exclaimed. 

"We need Waloo for a couple of 
evenings yet." Trenhoim stiffened 
suddenly. "Something's happening to 
the beast!" 

The megapod had fallen asleep on 
its feet. With its tail jammed against 
the ground to keep itself from falling, 
and its eyes closed, it resembled a 
piece of sculpture. The green roots 
had contained a drug called somnal, 
and it had acted with great speed. 

Waloo had drawn several pieces of 
thin, metal twine from his pocket, and 
was carefully tying the * megapod's 
wings, to prevent them from unfold- 
ing. 

"Where did the Saturnians ever get 
the brains to handle these animals?" 
O'Hara wondered. < 

"They didn't," answered Trenhoim. 
"This method of capture was devised 
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fey a Martian and taught to them. 

Watch." 

The' wings had all been tied, and 
Waloo carefully mounted the animal's 
back, his feet wrapping closely around 
it. Then he cautiously bit one of the 
vertebrae just below the megapod's 
neck. With one* startled, spring, his 
steed was leaping high in the air, 

ITHOUT the wings to retard 
its descent, the megapod came 
down again as quickly as it had gone 
up, and landed with a shock that sent 
a tremor through its body. His legs 
wrapped firmly about it, Waloo held 
on. The megapod leaped ' again. 
■ This time, with the pain of the de- 
scent, it staggered and almost fell. 
The next leap was not so high, and 
the following one still lower. Within 
a few minutes the megapod had be- 
come so bruised that it refused to 
spring. Then Waloo carefully untied 
the hind wings, and bit the megapod's 
neck again. The megapod leaped, and 
on the descent, spread its two free 
wings. The shock was not so severe 
now. 

In half an hour, Waloo had reached 
the stage where he dared untie all the 
wings. The megapod no longer at- 
tempted to throw him off its back, and 
Trenholm and O'Hara watched in fas- 
cination as the animal and its rider 
went floating about the field. 

A sudden crunching sound on the 
ground nearby drew the Earthmen's 
attention. A Saturnian was approach- 
ing, his eyes fixed on Waloo. His face 
showed an expression of deep anger. 

"We'd better warn the damn fool," 
O'Hara whispered to his partner. 

Waloo was unconscious of the dan- 
ger. Then the Saturnian bellowed 
suddenly in a voice that sounded like 
the roar of a hundred bulls, and from 
behind him came an answering bellow. 
The megapod, startled, leaped into 
the air, and, spreading his wings, 
turned upside down. Waloo began to 
slip off, clutching desperately at the 
animal's back to keep his balance. But 
his efforts were in vain. As he fell, 
the megapod turned right side up, hit 
the ground again, and bounded away. - 

"What do we do now?" O'Hara de- 
manded. 


"We run," Tteniwlis said. "Some 
body is sure to send for the panel 
We can't afford to wait for it." 

"But Waloo—" 

"The worst he'll get is a month or 
two. They'd give us ten years and 
recondition us. Do you want that?" 

"But we've still got some unsold 

bottles !" 

"We've taken in enough satargyrite 
to be sitting pretty the rest of out 
lives. Come on!" • 

Waloo was lying where he had f al- 
* len, stunned. They ran without look- 
ing back toward him. At first the 
noise of the Saturnians behind them 
died away, but as they approached the 
space ship, it suddenly grew in inten- 
sity once more. 

Waloo was coming after them in 
great twenty-foot strides. Behind 
him, the pack of Saturnians was howl- 
ing their heads off, calling on him to 
stop. Waloo • paid them ag much at- 
tention as if they hadn't existed. 

A hundred yards from the ship, he 
passed O'Hara and Trenholm, who 
had to swerve aside to prevent bfing 
run over by his hurtling body. He got 
to the ship five seconds ahead of them, 
and slammed the door in their faces. 

"What do we do now?" O'Hara 
cried. "If they decide to make up for 
losing Waloo by taking it out on us — " 

But the Saturnians were not in- 
terested in the Earthmen. They want- 
ed Waloo. Through the transparent 
windows of the space ship, they could 
see him, the key to the door in his 
hand. 

THEY shouted at him; they cursed 
him, they urged him to come out 
and take his medicine like a man. But 
Waloo didn't budge. Then the Sat- 
urnians, in their rage, began to bang 
against the ship. 

"They'll wreck it," O'Hara moaned. 
"And the patrol will be coming back 
Boon !" 

Trenholm was breathing hard. 

"The first thing to do," he said, "is 
to calm down. Take it easy, O'Hara, 
It'll be a half hour before the patrol 
gets here, and we've got plenty of 
time. We've got to calm these Sat- 
urnians and get Waloo ' out of the 
ship." . 


w 
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"I* that all?" scoffed O'Hara ex- 
citedly. 

"Take It easy, or I'll smack you 
ri.^ht in the teeth. That's better. I've 
got a plan. You're going to talk to 
these people, Waioo can hear you 
through the auditory tube, and wheth- 
er the rest of them pay much atten- 
tion to you or not won't matter at 
first. Give them a regular spiel, and 
lead up to the introduction of Waioo, 
the intelligent Saturnian." 

O'Hara got it, and smiled slowly. 
He took a deep breath, and shouted: 

"Ladies and gentlemen!" 

The hubbub came to a sudden stop. 

'"Ladies and gentlemen," be went 
on, "you are about to. witness, abso- 
lutely t ree of charge, two hours of the 
most solid, fascinating, instructive, 
and educational entertainment it has 
ever been the fortune of any mortal 
being to experience. Yes sir, ladies 
and gentl cmen. Elntertainment un- 
paralleled, and absolutely free of 
charge," 

There was magic in O'Hara's voice, 
for they were actually listening to 

him. They muttered, bat - they lis- 
tened. 

"And to begin with," orated O'Hara, 
"we offer you an attraction so sensa- 
tional, so unbelievable, that yon will 
think your eyes and ears are playing 
you false. Nothing like it .has been 
seen or heard of on Saturn since the 
beginning of tine. Nothing like it 
has been seen or beard of on any of 
the planets. Ladies and' gentlemen, 
w<* offer Waioo, the Saturnian with 
the ititflStgence of an Earthman !" 

And Waioo, hypnotized by the fam- 
iliar introduction, opened the door of 
the ship and stepped out, his spectac- 
les hanging- from his ears! 

The mob of Saturnians uttered one 
huge roar of triumph, and plunged 
forward, carrying Waioo back into 
the ship. Trenhoim and O'Hara stood 
by shouting helplessly. 

It was ten minutes before the Sat- 
urnian* thought of getting out again, 
and when they did. they carried the 
unconscious Waioo as a trophy of vic- 
tory. For the next couple of month*, 
Waioo would inhabit a cell. 

O'Hara and Trenhoim hastened in- 
side. At first glance, the place was a 


shambles, but the machinery had not 
been damaged. 

They swung shut the door, locked 
the auditory tube, and started the en- 
gine, 

"Ready?" Trenhoim asked, and 
without waiting for a reply, gave the 
ship the gun with a jerk that sent 
O'Hara flying. 

THE ship rose quickly, passed the 
rings of Saturn, and straightened 
out into space in the direction of 
Earth. O'Hara wiped the sweat from 
his forehead. Through the rear win- 
dows they could see the patrol ship 
coasting in to make a landing. 

"That was close," O'Hara panted. 
"I only hope they don't try to follow 
us." 

• "I'll take them a half hour to 'find 
out from the Saturnian? what's been 
going on, and by then it'll he too late." 

"If you knew how glad I am to get 
out of that place — " O'Hara began, and 
then he howled. "The bottle a! The 
bottles f* 

"What about them?" Trenhoim de- 
manded. 

"They're gone! Those Saturnians 
have stolen all our "Radio-active Herb 
Remedy I There's just one bottle left. 
And you claimed they were honest!" 

"They are, but they have no sense. 
If they see something in front of 
them, they take it." 

"The dumb clucks." And then O'- 
Hara's voice froze with real horror. 
"They've taken the pink necklaces 1 
And we hid them!" 

"What!" Trenhoim gasped. 

"Every last one of them!" O'Hara 
trembled. "We've made a mistake, 
Trenhoim. Those Saturnians aren't 
stupid !" "' • 

Trenhoim looked. O'Hara was 
right. Every last necklace was gone. 

"This is a dishonest business," 
Trenhoim said heavily. ."We should 
never have gone into it. But I don't 
understand — " He interrupted him- 
self. "Well, I'll be damned!" 

"What is it now?" 

"That damn herb remedy! Remem- 
ber what first gave us the idea of an 
intelligence improver? That article 
we read about an infusion of Martian 
plants containing the new carbon Iso- 
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tope temporarily Inci easing the I, Q. 
Well, we used tbosrt plants to nmkc 
our stuff O'Hara. we actually niaile 
those Saturmans intelligent inuu^n 
to rob us!" 

"This is a fiat tintu t > bu thinking 
of thatr stormed O'Hant 

"Calm down," Trtniwl:*' ur^wd. "and 
have a drink." 


"At a time like this, it's a drink 
you're oftcriii,; m<? !" 

"Our Ui'-t b.'mU- of Red Man's Old 
r'at-br'-nd Radio-active Herb Remedy, 
'i htu' 1 ^ nothing better foj stimulat- 
ing the brain. I'm thinking we have 
greater need of it than those formerly 
dumb clucks we left behind us," Tren- 
boltn added gloomily. 
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•WHB three men aboard the space ship stared 
JL through the tamspafeat w«U of tb« ab—rrwt- 
tloa room. Th«y stared sat into the Muddiest 
of space, aearcbad intently — for a world that 

■ ww't there. 

"I can't understand it," mattered one of the 

three men. "This it the correct Solar Sy»tem, 
according in «w c iViitixfiiui*. TW pl.tiift Earth 
should be- <>Yt-t tu^-r^" 1st." pusuuni \*\h j hi.^<<i 
into tlw bi~<ckt;»"»«, t>»u<.< — "uul it wu't hi 
gone'" 

, "Ya — gone!" <. rhoed um- of tiie iui^ win- 
IKiPions. "it's (om— t.Mrt >»me«,faere tsi the ljn> 
vrr^t-!'" 

Vou SI w,*fit !i> join la the <-oswk' «(ik-m lui 
^ nursing wurW m Barrv Cord's sensational s« 
-.ntifktion r^v-i, THE LOST PLANET 
B<*ivk j *Kr> ot st^r-rovers. of ttaf iutuit.- ttst 

,U.t lit t>> " 'dl^l >S tilt' inU'rpi«i!!«'[fc/Y CUliSK 

i,{ i'Mi. Wit'twi iiv ,1 neu-tomer to TiIKiI.1. 
{NO WOfsDKk STORIES, you'd wleotm- 
Ba^t t'uid nifu < tul.'l of iantavv iavuril«, 
1 liSi LOSl i ! A Mi f it imhtislied mmplote in 
tier MUivh diu-drat-d profusely hv Wesso! 

• - t t 

ME wms Sp. ■ "■ ,/i tiu<ttb*r 7. «nd fas 
rocicar cr«/; f few to land on an 

alien world. Hh -ir;;A~ exhibitions, ot science 
maimed the infiab .. r. • P/ieS txilled him a rtiir- 
u'J* matt — tt>i *> tu i •}> j, *<cung<t itiur the 

stmts? 

Bmtefa a stm-si-"'ii-lt--^ /..ji-fiVt at a mor- 
tal who could iutvr li-ni 'hi- pvwM and the glory, 
but choae to rttintn r-< ii.i' ;, > piar«: Pretl- 
mie Arnold Kamuttzt , jr., telh vuu r.-iur« ui/out 


him in STRANGER FROM THE STARS, in 
the fit-Hi Unit, . a oov^iel ot »n nJ^-i ■ 

***** 

IT i)nv«r«-fl «|i atwjiii' liie cH»u<i>, a whirling, 
balfling entity oi »>vii. it destroyed mety- 
itiittu mi its i^aib- bill Hotfitng could destroy it! 
Military itiat^hu called upiin tiif pnHtjrs of 
>cienc* to Iwtp anntliilait* ihi-s spmniii|> Neniesib 
ui tils' »kv— t»u! (tit? gviating loe was nivalnwr- 
Mr. 

And thrill one man had the anssve/, Tl«- 
i'ft>!iturt» hod to desiroy itself! Ru!#i l Arttuir 
t-ils you how in THE INDESTRUCTIBLE. 

iehtured ir> the m>xi ksue 

ii ,• < * 

4[ ROCKET rare «> r/it- Mrtttokphtite^ .x. 

nr M f/re racers oi r/w future! Danfru 
i. /id iu cu^n «rf tfietlh- aboard Alt, tiglit-yruf-a- 
wonrf dra/iia of //«• speed«fors of ti>mut to» 
i nipt tm fawf Ji-r** thmtght t»> tint Id nin — ittif 
/»«ni f£i imu .»«a*nstf a hauntifg Jtk-morv— « 
ii«'n-..r> rt^f tan)? O^r OF J'fe'.Ai?*. 
IV fi/Za/i hv h'3M Sjndort 6i»j',w «cw(^/«rwr to 
T W,S , Ol"/' OF T«£ Vi?4«»> /i ^« fxcitmg 
nt,t elet prfwf a t.voiotroa oi ^urprtt>e^ 

it » a f a 

rfkTHEK iiiititantliiifi stories fay popular tan 
™™ tasy uTits-is in tlip March issue- oi 
THRILLING WONDER STORIES. And our 
regular smr-paiade ot' wxclusiv*? fact ieaiurn 
SCIENTIFACTS. LOOKING FORWARD, „£-..< 
otliers. And trail along on Setge^nt S>j'.'r - 
ettfiiar orbit sn he blasrs off from Earut t » P! i :n 
hi THE KEADEK SPEAK>. ii- ' 
readers" deijartmeut in scientificuoi!. i 
m«mber— T.W S. k the only month! v jis.-, »*n:» 
wjth a long complete novel to <t\ wry is-iu. 


HERCULES 

MUSCLES IN 

By KELVIN KENT 

Author of "Knight Must Tn§f "A Comedy of Etas," etc. ■ 

-When the Strong Man of Peloponnesos Finds Himself in a Labor. 
Daze, Year-Leaper Pete Proves That a Brain and 

Brawn Trust is Mightier Than leys! 


P 


CHAPTER I 

Back to 700 B.C. 

ETE MANX rubbed Ms bullet 
head reflectively, put the derby- 
back upon it, and glanced at his 


companion in the taxicab. 



"You just don't understand, Biggie/* 
he said wearily. "Lots of guys have the 
same trouble." 

Mr. Bigpig Callahan, one-time 
bronco- wrangler and currently a 
wrestler both owned and managed by 
Pete, looked glum. Or, at least, one 
supposed he did. It is difficult to de- 
tect emotion in a face like a slab of 
beef, slashed by a lipleas gap, dotted by 
two tiny, glittering eyes, and fringed 
with bustling red hair and a couple of 
scailooed objects that were probaWy 
ears. 

Biking's face had not always been 
thus Raised in New York's East Side, 
tie had brawled Ms way from Jersey to 
Montana, remaining in the latter place 

fur six years learning how to punch 
tr. Pete had a well-founded idea 
a cow had once stepped on Big- 
uncomelv face, a process scarcely 

slated ro improve on nature. At 
rate, it was- neither a thing of 

nor a joy forever, 
lors," said Mr. Callahan. ' "Dey git 


mi 


KMIK 


Pelf; W i»x 


Pete translated mentally. Roses, 
pa arias, or tulips to Bigpig came un- 
dei the classification of flors. But it 
was only goldenrod that was poison, 

"You're allergic to the things," Pete 
pointed out. "See? It's like having 
hayfever." ' ■ 

*Alloigic, huh? Irzat good or bad?" 

"It's bad. And we get out here. The 
Doc'll fix you up. He'b a smart fella. 


A Complete Pete Manx N o v e i e t 


m 
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He found out I was alloi — allergic to 
time traveling," 

But this was utterly beyond Bigpig' s 
comprehension. He could never have 
understood the principles of Mayhem's 
device that had more than once pro- 
jected Pete Manx hack into historical 
eras and .long-past centuries.- Once 
Pete's consciousness had been sent 
back to Rome to inhabit the body uf <t 
citizen of that interesting city ; once he 
had visited Egypt. 

But those days were gone forever 
for Pete. Every time he had visited an 
ancient time-sector, he had got into 
trouble. Right now he was sitting 
pretty, or had been till lately. He'd 
given up his job as concessionaire at 
Coney Island, and instead was manag- 
ing Bigpig Callahan, Mammoth of the 
Mat. And Bigpig was good — there was 
no doubt about that. . 
. Built like an ox to begin with, Ms 
years of wrangling on the range had 
. developed " lightning-quick reactions in 
what Pete hopefully called his brain. 
The mauler had only two serious faults. 
He had fallen arches. On another man 
that might be unimportant, but Big- 
pig's arches reminded Pete vaguely of 
the Brooklyn Bridge. His other really 
dangerous weakness was his allergy. 

Doctor Horatio Mayhem's scrawny 
figure appeared in the door in response 
to a ring. The scientist's mild eyes 
blinked at the callers. 

"Ah. Hello, Pete," he greeted. "Come 
in." 

THEY were ushered into Mayhem's 
laboratory, where wires, rheostats, 
converters, generators, and tubes madi 
a baffling jigsaw puzzle. Two roeul 
chairs, looking rather deadly, stood in 
the corner. Pete averted his gaze, lie 
had sat in those chairs more than once, 
and each time he had been flung back 
into past centuries. They were part of 
Mayhem's time machine, that released 
the ego of the individual and sent it out 
to possess the body of some Inhabitant 
of an ancient time-sector. . 

"This." said Pete, "is Bigpig Calla- 
han." Swiftly he explained the situa- 
tion, while Bigpig shifted unhappily 
from one foot to another. 

"So we had ' a scrap scheduled for 
last night, Doc. And it was all fixed, 


only Biggie ran into some goldenroct in 
a florist's shop. He swelled up fit to 
bust and we forfeited the purse. He 
couldn't fight. He couldn't even talk " 

''Allergv. <'h?" Mayhem asked, 
' "Yeah. " The Purple Python was.... a 
set-up for Biggie— but he lost the purse. 
It was winner take all." 

Tda moidered da bum," Mr. Calk- • 
nan remarked at random. "I'da thrown ", 
him outa da ring." 

"Sure," Pete soothed his fighter. 
"Just relax, Biggie. Don't bother us." 
Bigpig wandered away in a vague man- 
ner, while Mayhem and Manx went on 
talking. ■ 

"Some people are allergic to golden- 
rod pollen, of course," the doctor 
nodded. "But—" 

"It hits Bigpig bad. His throat swells 
up so he can hardly breathe. Now 
look. Doc, you're smart. Can you cure 
Biggie so he won't lie allergic any 
more?" 

Instead ■ of answering, Mayhem 
yelped sharply. He sprang forward, 
making frantic gestures. 

"Stop! Don't do that! The cur- 
rent's turned on—" 

"My feet hoit," explained Bigpig, and 
sank down in one of the metal chairs. 

ELECTRICITY crackled. Mr. Cal- , 
lahan looked surprised, and then 
an expression of utter calm flooded his 
face. He ceased to breathe, and re- 
laxed, to all appearances a large, un- 
comely, and repugnant corpse. 

"Biggie!" Pete cried desperately. 
"Look outr 

Mayhem shut off the current, but he 
was too late. Bigpig Callahan was no 
lunger among those present. Pete " 
Manx clawed at the wrestler's shoulder. 

"Wake up, you bird-brained dope! 
You can't do this to me! It ain't le- 
gal—" 

The scientist drew Pete back. 
.. "He isn't dead. He's just been sent 
into a past era." 

"Oh . . . oh, yeah. That's right. Well, 
what are we waiting for? Bring him 
back, Doc, will you?" 

Mayhem hesitated. ■ , 

"I'm afraid I can't, just yet. I was 
making some adjustments ors my ma- 
chine, and I'd dismantled part of the ' ■ 
apparatus. The device only works one 
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way "now. Never mind, though*'* the 
doctor consoled, "Til be able to wake 
your friend up in a week or so, maybe."' 
. Fete writhed .ia anguish. "Where. it 
he now?" 

"Um — let's see." Mayhem referred 
to various gauges. ' "Beyond 700 B. C. 
Maybe 800 B.. C." 

"Huh," said Pete unhappily. "Back 
to the dinosaurs, huh?" 

"Oh. no. Ancient Greece- — Pelopon- 
sesQS — is where he's gone, I think. 
There was a culture there, you know." 

Pete went off on a tangent. 

"That dumb ox ! All my dough tied 
up in him, and he goes visiting Greeks. 
He'll get in trouble. He's too dopey to 
keep out of it." A great inward strug- 
gle seemed to be taking place within 
Mr. Manx's soul, but at last virtue tri- 
umphed. "Doc!" Pete said suddenly. 
"I gotta look after that monkey. I 
know how this time racket works. Can 
you send me back to Greece too?" 

Mayhem nodded. 

"Yes. But I can't return you to our 
present time-sector for sotne time, un- 
til I've finished my repairs — " 

"111 get along. I can take care of 
myself— but Biggie can't. Okay. Shoot 
the works, Doc." And Pete seated 
himself in the second of the two chairs. 

Mayhem went to the instrument 
board and pulled a le v ; 1'ctt was 
surprised to discover that it was the 
Fourth of July. His head had become a 
Roman candle. 
- Sssss — swish! 

Pets Manx stopped breathing ancl re- 
laxed, He was on his way to 700 B. C. ! 


CHAPTER II 
Strong Man Fills Strong-Box 


■PETE opened his eyes to sunlight 
ML and a face. The face was unpre- 
possessing, decorated with a bristling 
black beard and an assortment of scars. 
The man was wearing armor, and a 
plume waved from his bronze helmet. 

He leaned over Pete and jabbed the 
prostrate man in the stomach with a 
spear. 

"Hey!" said Mr. Manx. "Don't do 


that' It ain't friendly." " . 

"No runaway slave can make a fool 
out of one of the King's Guard," the 
soldier growled, and used the spear 
again. - Pete scrambled hurriedly to his 
feet, staring around. 

He was m the midst of a fairly big 
city. This was seemingly the main 
stem, for a number of chariots were 
rolling past, filled with people heading 
for a masquerade. They wore an -i- - 
sortment of tunics, togas, pillow-slips, 
and armor, or so it seemed to Pete. He 
yelped and dodged the Bp ear. 

"Slave?" Pete said aggrievedly. 
"Where in Hellene am I ?" 

"In the city of Tiryns, of course, in 
the Peloponnesos, as if you didn't 
know," said the soldier. "And I was 
taking you to the king for judgment 
when you pretended sunstroke and fell 
down. Come along f" 

Pete obeyed. There was nothing else 
he cou'd tlo. fit ;vm, h<- < leaded, talk- 
ing Greek, for h:« n:;riin -center con- 
nected with speech had iuitomatically 
hitcht.d HyJ: to the hi am if the body 
he • inhabiting 5l^y'iem had once 
explained all rhii v-ory epreftilijr. The 
iiiisiFefble lock that pursued Manx 
whenever lie took a time tour had 
struck again. So he was a runaway 
slave this time. Pete swore softly at 
his ill fate. Glancing down, he sup- 
pressed a shout, a short, sharp cry of 
dismay. He seemed to be clad only in 
an Inadequate pillow-slip, 

"Oil-ofc," Pete mnrmured. "First 
thin^ I gotta find myself a pair of 
pants — " 

Hated through Tiryns at the point of 
a spear, he found himself wondering 
about Bigpig Callahan, He had not 
the slightest idea what Biggie would 
look like in his Hellenic incarnation. 

They reached the palace. It was a 
dump, compared to the White House, 
Pete thought. . They entered, presently 
finding themselves in the throne room, 
a big, chilly place with a raised dais at 
one end. It was filled with a motley 
throng, but Pete's eyes were riveted 
to the throne and the man who sat upon 
it. 

The king was a husky old man with 
a long gray beard and a vicious gleam 
in his eye. Beside him stood a dapper, 
handsome officer in gilded armor, who 
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occasionally leaned forward to whisper 
in the ruler's ear. 

Before the dais stood a very giant of 
a man— a brawny figure clad in a dilapi- 
dated lion skiti- and nothing else. Mild 
blue eyes searched the room in a dazed 
manner, 

Pete's captor dragged him into a 
corner, "We'll have to wait," he mat- 
tered. "Hercules is in trouble again, 
and .FIT wager Nessus is responsible." 

"Huh?" The guard turned away, 
scowling, but a friendlier soldier nearby 
answered Pete. "Nessus is the officer 
standing beside the throne. He used 
to be the city's chief hero, till Hercules 
came. But nobody looks at bim now." 

The name of the man in the lion- 
skin was vaguely familiar. 

"Hercules, eh?" Pete said, "What's 
his racket?" 

A NIMATION showed in the other". 

i» face. 

"You must be a stranger, not to 
know of Hercules. He's under bond 
to the throne, and King Eurystheus 
makes him do dirty jobs like cleaning 
the stables, but Hercules is a hero in- 
deed. He killed Oeryon — a human mon- 
ster with three bodies — and brought 
his herd of red cattle to the king. And 
be slew the lion of Nemea — that's the 
skin he's wearing." 

'**A Frank Buck, huh?"' 

"I know not the name. He captured 
the man-eating horses of Diomedes, 
too. They're penned up now, of course, 
and malefactors are fed to them. Eurys- 
theus doesn't like Hercules; he's afraid 
of his growing popularity with the peo- 
ple. But he doesn't dare HI him out- 
right. He just gives him harder and 
harder tasks to perform. 

Nessus bent toward the king and 
whispered again. Eurystheus smiled 
and stroked his beard. He stared at 
Hercules. 

"It has come to our knowledge," the 
king rumbled, "that you struck a cos- 
termonger and dislocated his jaw. 
What was his offense?" 

"Gosh," Hercules said plaintively, 
"he stepped on my corns. He was tryin' 
to sell me some goldenrod an' I can't 
stand the stuff. An' he wouldn't go 
away. I don't get this set-up, any- 
way—" . ■ 


" Yipee!" The involuntary cry burst 
from Pete's . lips. The guard made a 
frantic clutch as Ms captive sprang for- 
ward. A spear whizzed past Mr. 
Manx's head, and a soldier shouted, 
"An assassin ! Slay him !" 

But Pete wasn't heading toward the 
king. He was embracing Hercules. 

"Biggie ! It's you !" Pete gurgled at 
the lion-skinned man. 

"Hey — you sound like Pete !" Hercu- 
les said. "What'sa idea of this whacky 
get-up, anyhow? What — " 
' Pete scrambled to safety behind the 
hero's brawny legs as a soldier ap- 
proached, waving a spear. But King 
Eurystheus Hfted a hand. 

"A friend of yours, Hercules? Who 
is this helot?" ' " . 

"Manx is the name, your honor — " 

"Silence!" Pete's guard bellowed. 
He bowed low before the king. "A run- 
away slave, your majesty. I caught 
him and brought him back for judg- 
ment." 

"I see." Eurystheus scrabbled in his 
beard. "Well, throw him to the man- 
eating horses. We can't have such 
goings-on in Tiryns. It's bad enough 
with the imperial treasury running at a 
deficit and the people objecting to our 
taxes, without slaves getting above 
themselves. To the man-eaters with 
him." 

Two soldiers grabbed Pete, who 
citing frantically to Bigpig's pillarlike 

^'Make 'em go 'way," Manx babbled. 
"Soak 'em, Biggie— quick !" 

Mr. Callahan hesitated, scratched his 
head thoughtfully, and then swung im- 
mense arms, The soldiers described 
an irregular orbit across the room, end- 
"mg up by folding around an impassive 
pillar. They slid down gently to the 
floor. 

"Sedition I" Nessus cried, his thin, 
handsome face alight with malice. 
"Slay them both !" 

"Hey, wait a minute," Biggie roared, 
suddenly getting the idea. "Pete's a 
pal of mine. You can't push him 
around." ' 

There was a silence. Eurystheus 
leaned toward Nessus. 

"I can't order Hercules killed," he 
whispered. "The people won't stand 
for it." 
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"Well, Ml the slave.'' said Nessiits, 
with what Pete thought an unnecessary 
enthusiasm. 

But Biggie folded his a) ins and 
scowled. 

"Pete's my pal. If anybody lays a 
finger on him — ** 

THERE w?s 3 t-slence. It was a 
deadlock, and no one realized this 
as well as Mr. Manx. From his experi- 
ence with kings and Pharaohs, he knew 
how important it was for regents to 
keep face, and his mind was working, 
furiously in an attempt to find an out. 
Maybe there was a way— • 

"Now wait a minute, your majesty," 
he said, gulping. "I got an idea we can 
settle this out of court. . You said the 
treasury was running in the red. Sup- 
pose I show you a way to clean up 
plenty—" ■ - 

"Kill him!" Messus snapped, but the ' 
king leaned forward interestedly. 
"Eh? Are you talking about—" 
"Money," Pete said enticingly, 
"Gold. Dinero. The long green." 

Eurystheus shushed Nessus with a 
lifted hand. 

"He may know where some treasure 
is hidden. Come forward, slave. I 
shall hear from you." 
Pete glanced around. 
"This has gotta be a private audi- 
ence. Just you and me and — uh — Her- 
cules here." 

There was a little wrangle about this, 
but presently the courtroom was 
cleared. Nessus, however, remained, 
glaring at Pete and Hercules with 
vicious eyes. 

"Now," said Eurystheus, "speak up, 
or my torturers will make you. Where 
is this treasure buried?" 

By this time Pete had had time to 
consider possible angles. Somehow his 
mind had gone blank. What Tiryns 
needed was some up-to-date racket that 
would pay dividends — but what? Not 
knowing much about the culture and 
life of the Hellenic city, it was impos- 
sible to say. Pete cast back to what he 
had seen during his progress toward 
the palace. Chariots. . . , 

"Who owns all these two- wheel ja- 
lopies around here?" he asked. 

"Don't change the subject," the king 
growled. "About this treasure — " '< 


"it's on the mam stem, just waiting 
to be picked up." Pete said hurriedly - 
u Your transportation system's lousy. 
No subwaj's, no El's, no buses, It'd be 
rough to tmika ti-.uk,i cert in Tiryns, 
sure, taut you ve g«H a r ^idy-made busi- 
ness here with thc-> « riots. It's too 
hot to walk. What Tiryns needs are 
taxis, . . ." 

It took an hour to explain the situa- 
tion to Eurystheus, but Pete's glib 
tongue finally convinced the king. 

"But I gotta get something out 
of it, King," he argued. "I'll fix up the 
whole business for you — take care of all 
the angles — but you gotta give me a 
franchise on the main stem. Only my 
cabs can run there. No competition. 
We can keep the fares up that way." ' 

"A franchise ?" The king pondered. 
"Well, you say you'll give me fifty per 
cent of all the profits. How long will 
this arrangement keep up?" 

Nessus whispered in the royal ear. 
Eurystheus smiled and turned to Her- 
cules. 

"You vouch for this slave? Good. 
Then he is safe for your lifetime, Her- 
cules. We are merciful. The franchise 
is valid as long as you live." 

And, despite Pete's objections, so it 
was arranged. 

TKM7HEN Manx started something, 
ww he finished it. He got a money- 
lender to put up a small amount of gold, 
with Hercules' famous lion-skin as se- 
curity, and with this as a basis, took 
an option on a few dozen cheap chari- 
ots. Creating taximeters was not too 
gi eat a problem, once Pete understood 
the monetary exchange of the city. 
Cogged gears, connected with the char- 
iot wheals, caused various dials to re- 
volve, indicating the fare. 

"You gotta put on a front," Pete ex- 
plained to the wide-eyed Biggie. "Help 
me splash on some of this gilt paint." 
It wasn't long before the chariots were 
finished. Nobody would have recog- 
nized them. 

They gleamed like gold, and had 
striped awnings to protect the occu- 
pants from the heat of the sun. On the 
backs were stenciled glaring red signs: 

PETROS MANKOS CABS 
Six Can Ride [or the Price of One 
Why Walk? Ride in Coo! Comfort ~ ' 
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Pete had purposely bought *maH. 
light chariots, for he saw no reason to 
incur the 'expense pi purchasing and 
caring, for horses. Instead, it was easy, 
with a little labor, to transform the con- 
veyances into rickshaws, which could 
be drawn easily by the drivers them- 
selves. 

"It worked at the Fair," Pete mused 
smugly, "so why not here?" 

■ ' And it did work I For years the com- 
mon people had enviously eyed the 
chariots which they could net afford to 
own. Now they paid gladly to ride 
briefly on a level with nobles. The no- 
bles, however, didn't like it. They had 
a way of driving recklessly into Pete's 
cabe and overturning them. 

Mr. Manx was equal to the occasion. 
Within a few days a new fleet of cabs 

. soade their appearance on the streets of 
TSryns, They were purple, with golden 
spangles, and had bright orange awn- 
ings with tassels. Small fans, connect- 
ed with the turning wheels, helped to 
keep the riders cool. The fare was dou- 
ble that of the plebian chariots, but 
these cabs modestly advertised - the 
legend : 

' ULTRA LIMOUSINE SERVICE 
, For Those Who Can Afford the Best 
Fsns and Music Provided ' 

The limousine charioteers were spe- 
cially picked and trained by Pete. In 
the absence - of . radios, he decided to 
depend on the human voice, and soon 
the limousine cabs were rolling along 
merrily, drawn by huskies who yodeled 
popular songs Pete taught them. 
"Wagon Wheels," "My Merry Olds- 
mobile," and "Heigh-Ho" were the fav- 
orites, until the charioteers got short of 
wind and threatened to strike for a ten- 
song-a-day minimum. 
• Pete installed a special seat at the 
back of the cabs, and placed on each 
one a neatly-uniformed blonde with a 
zither, who thereafter sang and played 
while the cabmen devoted their ener- 
gies to pulling. The nobles, who here- 
tofore had preferred their own private, 
horse-drawn chariots, now flocked to 
the Ultra Limousine Service. "Honey 
draws flies," Pete remarked sagely to 
Bigplg. "And honeys draw guys. Not 
bad, eh?" ' 


CHAPTER III 
Home on the Range 


PETE found no difficulty in renew- 
ing the options on the chariots, and 
more were immediately added. Tiryns 
was a changed city. By the end of the 
second week Pete was able to present 
King Eurystheus with three bags filled 
with gold. He was, however, distressed 
to find Nessus closeted with the king, 
obviously up to no good. 

"I don't like that shavetail," he told 
Biggie — and his fears were ■ justified 
when the pair were summoned to the 
palace the next day. Eurystheus show- 
ered them with compliments and 
praised the cut of Hercules' lion skis, 
which Pete had redeemed out of hock. 
"A mighty hero," he said tauntingly, 
glancing at Nessus. "How long has it 
been since you killed Geryon? A year? 
You must grow stale here with nothing 
to do. Suppose you trot off to Elis and 
clean the Augean stables." 

"Suppose he don't ?" Pete made the 
mistake of inquiring. 

"Hercules is under bond to me," said 
the king. * "In expatiation of various 
crimes. If he fails to obey me and re- 
fuses the tasks I set him, he dies. But 
the mighty Hercules will obey, I - am 
sure." 

"Okay," said Pete, shrugging. "We're 
in. So we're stable-boys. But don't 
think I don't get the angle—" 

He didn't finish. It wasn't necessary. 
But, later, he got Nessus aside and" pro- 
ceeded to insult the officer vigorously. 

"You put the king up to this, shave- 
tail. My franchise is good as long as 
Hercules lives, but Eurystheus doesn't 
like the idea of splitting the take with 
us. If Hercules just happens to kick 
the backet, I lose the franchise — " 

"And will be flung to the man-eating 
horses," Nessus said nastily. "I'll 
make sure of that, slave." 

Pete was feeling none too well when 
he and Bigpig arrived at the neighbor- 
ing kingdom of Elis. King Angelas 
was a huge, fat man with a helpless air 
of incompetence whenever he ordered 
people executed, which he did far too 
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often tor "Pete's peace of mini. Clean- 
ing the Augean stables was no small 
task. They hadn't been cleaned for 
thirty years I 

"WeB, we'll be finished in thirty 
years, maybe," said Biggie, staring at 
the mess, Pete shook Ms head. 

"Won't do. There's a time limit. 
There's gotta be an oat— there always 
is, if you look" hard enough. Though 
1 dnnno — " 

■ ' "Can't you high-pressure the big shot 
into giving us some help?" Bigpig 

asked, 

"No. We've got to do it ourselves — 
wait!" Pete's eyes widened. "High- 
pressure — you said something that 
time, pal. I got m idea — and what an 

Hear 

He filed, dragging the bewildered 
Hercules with him. Pete had remem- 
bered that two great rivers — the Al- 
pheios and the Peneios — flowed near 
the stables, and that higher up the 
slope was a natural lake. King An- 
gelas was willing to provide Hercules 
with all the facilities he required, but 
not with any man-power. So Pete took 
advantage of the royal offer and laid a 
pipe-line from the lake down to the 
stable*. 

Force of gravity did the rest. When 
a valve was turned, a jet of water, hard 
as a bar of iron, thrust itself resist- 
lessly out of the nozzle. It took all of 
Bigpig's Herculean strength to manip- 
ulate the hose, but the gadget worked ! 
A deluge flooded the stables, and, even 
before Pete expected, the job was fin- 
ished. ' 

■ "Quicker than the WPA could have 
done it," Pete remarked cryptically. 

"Thanks," said King Angelas, "Come 
back in thirty years and do it again, 
eh?" 

KING EURYSTHEUS nibbled Ms 
beard and Nessus cursed in vi- 
cious monotone when Pete and Her- 
cules returned to Tiryns. The taxi- 
cab business was booming. Gold 
poured into the coffers. Half of it 
went to the king, but the latter wanted 
it all. Pete suspected that he was 
thinking up some even more difficult 
task for Hercules to perform. 

Unexpectedly, trouble came from 
Bigpig himself. Ill at ease in this alien 


time-sector, he kept wandering about, 
picking fights and getting in jams un- 
til Pete w&s really worried. It W3S 
vital that Hercules keep the good will 
of the people, for that protected him 
from the king's malice. 

"No," Mr. Manx said coldly. "You 
can't open a beer joint. Ain't the tax- 
icab racket good enough for yoo?" 

"I wight, I was back in Montana," 
Bigpig mourned. "If I had a cayuse 
between my legs—" 

"Uht That* s an idea. ItH keep you 
out of trouble, anyway. . Listen, Big- 
gie; suppose I help you start a Dude 
Ranch?" 

"Huh?" . ' 

"It'll clean up." Pete was rapidly be- 
coming enthusiastic about his own proj- 
ect. "The people'll eat it up. . . ." ' 

Also it would keep Bigpig out of the 
king's icy eye, but that was not entirely 
dependable, with Nessus around. Nev- 
ertheless the plan went forward. Soon 
the streets of Tiryns were placarded 
with large, flaming signs. The chariot- 
cabs canied them, too. 
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Big Free Show 
Cow-punchers— bulldogging— 
bronco-basting 
RODEO! 

Why go to the beach on your vacation? 
Spend a week or two at 

HERCULES' DUDE RANCH! 

The grand opening was a huge suc- 
cess. Vast mobs attended. Celebrities 
were brought free to the premiere in 
the Petros Mankos cabs for the occa- 
sion. 

They all applauded loudly, and were 
conquered. Bigpig begged to be al- 
lowed to wear a pair of chaps like the 
other" "hands, whom he had trained, but 
Pete was adamant. 

"That lion-skin's your trademark," 
he insisted. "Everybody knows it" 

"Heck," said Mr. Callahan, "it 
smells." 

Though this was undeniable. Bigpig 
knew Pete too well to argue further. As 
for the other Greek kids, they threw 
themselves into their duties with ex- 
cited glee. Already good horsemen, rhsv 
soon learned the western lore Pr:e ar,«i 
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Bigpig taught them. There were, of 
course, no guitars, tot the boys were 
provided with zithers, and managed to 
maaterv seitie ballads. Around the 
caffipfire that night the crowds listened 

'ktbfU&y while, "Git along, little dogie," 
reeotuded dulcetly over the broad Hel- 
lenic plains,' - 

There was a barbecue. The rodeo 
wm overwhelmingly saoeessful, espe- 
cially when- Heresies bulldogged a 
giant steer. He had taught the hands 
now to handle lariats, and there was 
an exhibition of lassoing that 'Was a 
highlight of the day. By the time 
most of the crowd had left, success was 
assured. Already there were more res- • 
ervstions than Pete could handle. 
■ "We'll build new bunk-bouses" 
Manx told Bigpig. "These mngs are 
used to sleeping on anything. Well 

. cram *em m like sardines and tel 'em 
they're roughing it. What a take! 
And we don't have to split a penny 

' with old Sticky-whiskers." 

JUST then a messenger arrived from 
. old Sticky-whiskers. 
"A new labor for you, Hercules !" 
was the announcement. "The marshes 
of Arkadlan Stymphalos are overrun 
with man-eating birds. King Eurys- 
theus orders you to slay these demons." 

' A cheer went up from the remaining 
guests. 

"Hercules! Son of Zeus! A new 
labor for Hercules V* 

Pete cheered faintly with the rest, 
but his heart was descending rapidly. 
It thumped almost audibly into his 
sandals. Man-eating birds? Vultures? 
Eagles? Whatever they were, Hercu- 
les would have . to obey the king — or 
else suffer unpleasant consequences. 
And, in the latter contingency, Pete 
himself would provide fodder for the 
man-eating horses. 

■ "I always knew horses would ruin 
me," Mr. Manx moaned. "But not like 

this f * 

However, two days later, Pete and 
Hercules marshaled the group of cow- 
hands and rode toward the land of Alr- 
eady. ' A skeleton crew was left to take 
care of the ranch and the dudes ; the 
taxi cab business could take care of it- 
self. But roost of the punchers were 
with Pete and. Bigpig, cantering on 


with lariats looped at their odd-looking 
saddles, armed with spears and phort 
swords instead of six-guns. 

The manufacture of a pistol was be- 
yond Pete's capabilities,: though he was 
already making up a stock of fireworks 
for the next big rodeo. 

"Nessus ' was behind -this,**' 'Pete in- 
formed Hercules, who was writhing un- 
comfortably in the lion skin. "Stop 
scratching, will you?" ' "' ■ 

"Gosh—" ' . 

"Shut up. Nessus put the king up to' 
setting you after these man-eating 
birds." 

"Well, anyhow we know what they 
are," said Bigpig. ' 

"Yeah. Somebody who'd seen 'em de- 
scribed 'em to me. Ostriches, that's 
what. How they got into this part of 
the country I rtunno, but they did." 
. "How do you kill an ostrich, Pete?" 

For answer Mr. Manx grinned and 
patted the lariat at his saddle -horn. . . , 

It made a good story after they got 
back from Arkadian Stymphalos, after 
having fulfilled their errand. Centu- 
ries later the same story -would, be fa- 
mous as one of Hercules' Twelve La- 
bors ; it would be written that the hero 
killed the birds one by one with his un- 
erring arrows. 

The actual incident was somewhat 
different. For one thing, Hercules 
played no part in it. He ran into a field 
of goldenrod and was incapacitated for 
several days. Pete and the punchers 
galloped after the ostriches, lassoed 
them, and killed the giant birds with 
their sharp blades. Thereafter, for a 
short time, Pete's taxi-drivers sold their 
customers ostrich-plumes at extremely 
exorbitant prices. 

"Buy -a feather for your girl friend's 
hair, buddy ?"* went the cry. And more 
money went into Pete's pockets, to the 
fury of Nessus and the king, whose 
plots once more had rebounded. 

"What I can't figure out," Pete said 
bitterly as he sat on the corral and 
watched Hercules wash his lion skin." 
is why you should be allergic to golden- 
rod now. You're not Bigpig. At least 
you haven't got his body. Your body 
belongs to Hercules." 

"Maybe he was alloigic to goldenrod, 
too, huh?" , 

Pete shrugged. 
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"Maybe. Wish we could get back to 
Nineteen-forty. The king's bound to 
get us sooner or later. He's alter th:it 
franchise, and Nessus is after out 
hides.'* 

Two days later Pete found himself 
locked out of his office. A kir.4 ti- 
dier was on guard, and he ^rixicttl at 
Manx unpleasantly. 

"You can't come in " h > 4 id. "Bis 
Majesty's taken over." 

Pete's jaw dropped. 

"Huh? Why, lie can't do that! it's 
unconstitutional !** 

"What's a constitution?" the soldier 
asked interestedly. 

PETE didn't answer. He was has- 
tening toward the palace. The bit- 
. terest piii of .all was the fact that he 
had to pay to ride in one of Ms own 

taxicabs. 

King Eut ystheus and Messus were, 

■ as usual, together. Pete burst into im- 
passioned speech, without preamble, but 
a spear jabbed into his midriff brought 
him to a halt. . 

"Be silent," the king said, stroking 
Hs beard. "Slaves are usually brought 
into the royal presence only for judg- 
ment.'' 

''You can't swipe my business like 
: this," Pete said stubbornly. "I got a 
franchise^-** A horrible thought struck 
him. Two hours had passed since he 
had seen BIgpig, "Is Hercules okay?" 
he asked fearfully. , 
■ - "As far as I know," was the response, 

■ "However, your franchise is worthless. 
We had' forgotten, until today, that no 
slave can hold property- in Tiryns. So, 
naturally,, our agreement is invalid, and 
your company reverts to the crown." 
■ Pete sputtered. Nessus grinned. 

"I have given a new franchise to my 
faithful servant here," Eurystheus said, 
indicating the officer. "He now owns 
.. the— what is it—" ' . ' 

"The Nessus Cab Corporation," in- 
terjected the officer. 

"I get it!" Manx's voice was bitter. 
"And you're giving the king a lot big- 
ger rake-off than I did. - Okay, shave- 
tail. You asked for it — and you're go- 
ing to get it." 

"We are merciful, said the king. 
. "We allow you to live. Guards, throw 
this bum out," Eurystheus had picked 


up sumc of Pete's own pictutcsque lan- 

y> < Manx wasted 210 time in giving 
bi.t ready ca.ih to Hercules who, being a 
freed man. could legally possess it. That 
done, he went into action. By this 
time he knew the ropes in Tiryns. . He 
knew, for example, that the official who 
passed for chief of police was not above 
making a dishonest penny. : ' 

Thus it came about that ■ Larsyas, 
this official, became extremely busy. 
Signs made their appearance in the 
streets. . They said. "No Parking,^ 
"Parking: Limit 100 Pulse-Beats," "De- 
liveries Only," and the like. Certain 
curbs were painted red. And, somehow, 
Nessus' -taxi-drivers ran into trouble 
continually with the police force of 
Tiryns. . 

"I don't want a cent out of it/* Pete 
explained to Larsyas. "I'm just 'show- 
ing you how to make yourself svme 
dough. Maybe sometime you can do 
me 1 f.t.-or. Here's how it works. 
Whenever somebody gets a ticket, you 
fine 'em — see?" 

"But—" 

"And you need a speed limit. Make 
it different '< 1 «... ch block, and keep the 
signs out of sight if you can That's 
the way we work it back in the U. S. A." 

Nessus blew up. He interviewed the 
bland Larsyas, who was already count- 
ing his ill-gotten gains, but got no- 
where. 

"Law is law," said the chief of police. 
"Every good citizen should uphold it." 

Nessus said something unprintable. 

"You're fined fifty go id pieces for 
contempt of court," Laisyas smiled. 
"What's that? Oh. you do. ch? That'll 
be fifty more." 

Somehow the officer managed to 
choke back his retort. He turned to 
stride out. 

"One moment," the chief called. 
"Something that will interest you. I'm 
making the — uh — main stem of Tiryns 
a one-way street hereafter." 

"What?" Nessus t u rued green. 
t "Why, you'll cut my fares in half I" 

But L.rsyas was drinking content- 
edly from a gilded bottle, filled with 
home-made brandy that Pete had dis- 
tilled for him. .... 

"Petros Mankos is behind this," Nes- 
sus choked, a tm going to the kin% V 
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CHAPTER IV 

"The Last Roundup 


THE days passed, while Pete 
gloated over the wreckage of what 
had been a thriving taxicab industry. 
The officers were well-trained. They 
attested drivers on every possible pre- 
text, and, if they could, egged them on 
to fury, so that the additional charge 
of resisting an officer could be brought. 
Nessus refused to pay the fines him- 
self, until he found nobody would work 
for him. It was too expensive. 

"That'll ■ show him," ' Pete grinned, 
idly rolling a pair of dice he had made. 
"We're cleaning up here at the dude 
ranch, and it's in your name. Nessus 
can go hang. We got the gravy." 

"What if the big shot gets frisky 
again?" Bigpig asked. ' 

"I found out something. You were 
bound out to Eurystheus for only 
twelve labor 8. The ostriches were the 
eleventh. One more, and you'll be free. 
The king won't be able to put the bee 
on you any more." 

"Swell." Hercules was busy grind- 
ing charcoal. "Wait'll we pull off the 
next rodeo. If 11 wow 'em, huh?" 

It would, Pete thought. Everything 
was prepared for the second rodeo to 
advertise the ranch. This time there 
was an admission fee charged. Tiryns 
was placarded with announcement h. 
cowboys in sandwich-boards rode 
about, and policemen energetically soi l 
tickets to protesting taxi-drivers. The 
chef d'ouevre of the affair was to be <* 
fireworks display at night. For some 
time Pete had been busy manufactur- 
ing sparklers, Roman candles, crackers 
and torpedoes. Saltpeter, willow char- 
coal, and sulphur were all he needed. 

And then Tiryns heard of the hydra, 
a man-eating monster that laired in a 
salt-marsh near the sea ! 

Nessus smiled darkly. King 
Eurystheus grinned in his beard and set 
the date. In three days Hercules must 
set out to slay the hydra. If he failed — 
he would die, for the monster was car- 
nivorous. If Hercules refused to un- 
dertake the task, he would be stoned to 
death. 


Pete was far more worried than Big- 
pig, The latter had almost come to be- 
lieve in. his heroic prowess. Moreover, 
he had been practicing with the Hel- 
lenic weapons, and mastered them 
fairly well. Bigpig could now handle a 
sword, spear, or bow almost as well as 
any Greek soldier. He told Pete not to 
worry, and that he'd chop the hydra 
into mincemeat. 

"I'll moider da bum," he remarked. 
"In de foist round." 

Against his better judgment, Pete 
almost allowed himself to be convinced. 
After all, the body of Hercules was 
gigantic. It would take a pretty big 
monster to overcome the son of Zeus. 
But — what was the hydra? 

Stories conflicted, each one more in- 
credible than the last. Pete finally 
decided it was a sea-snake, and felt 
better. 

. On the morning of the fatal day Big- 
pie rose and called for his lion skin. 

"Some rat swiped it," he declared. "I 
hoid somebody movin' around my room 
last night." 

He went to the window. 

"See? Footprints. Hey, Pete—" 
■ "Here's the lion skin," Mr. Manx said 
wearily. "It was hanging out on the 
line. Dive into it and get going." - 

Bigpig obeyed. He tied the paws to- 
gether over his chest and beamed. 

"The boys are going to ride down to 
the s-vamp with me- an' watch the'Mll- 
111". You comin", Pete?" 

"Sure By the way, the king's got a 
lor ot hi? soldiers camped on the plain 
a ways off. Wants to make sure you 
don't like a powder, I guess. Ready?" 

THERE was no answer. Pete 
glanced at Bigpig, caught his 

breath. 

' ' Bi t - gie!" he yelled. "What the—" - 
"Fl'-.rs!" gasped the unfortunate Mr. 

Callahan, "Florsl Glup — I ■ can't 

broth? 1 " 
His face purpled. Pete slapped him 

on the back, and a cloud of dust rose 

from the lion skin. Golden rod-pollen ! 
. "Take it off. Biggie I" Pete's fingers 

were tearing at the garment. "Peel, 

quick!" 

But it was too late. By the time the 
skin was thrown out the window, Her- 
cules was suffering the worst effects of 
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allergy. He lay in a coi ner. gasping 
aru' kifktru;, 

Petc 1 » tightened. So there h:ul 
been an intruder l*st night! Ssbyu^e 
-—that's what it wag. Somebody- had 
discovered Bigpig's weakness, and had 
/■dusted, the lion akin with the fatal gol- 
denroi-pollen. 

; "NesM's. IV - . itted. "I'll bet he 
did it.;. That low-lifcd rat!" 
'A cry came from without. 
"Hercules f Hasten ! We wait !" 
■ But Hercules was beyond answering. 
He. lay prostrate, face swollen to twice 
, its normal size, breathing hoarsely. 
H <" . uld recover presently — but not 
for a while. In the meantime he needed 
■ . rest. 

"Well be along in a few hours/* Pete 
called. 

There was silence. Then : "The 
king's soldiers say that if Hercules 
' doesn't start out in ten minutes ihev'i! 
come after him.'* 

Ifruix cm sed. Toi the Hellenes to 
discover HuHr popular hero stricken by 
the yods" would be fatal 
Somehow. 1 ierculei had to ri<lr to th? 
hydro's svatrm, An*I he had t • sum 
vnthii) ten min^ws, 

'"Tljjse ll'tn«» al-Ary- h->uptn t>> tn 
Pete nii.ant'i, ,ui<i -I'i'c* r.i; his pii- 
1ow-'4'.-j, i v»i d the h'»n <km 

and .f.is.p- 1 »> " pollen drin't ef- 
iecr ht^\ ol i.ii!,s, "id «1? «'* -'il.-U'lCO 
he nudist 'k i.u. i i.i-i. Soi li^if uk-s 
Bur- 
He bent over Bigpig. 
"Listen, Biggie, I'm riding to the 
swamp. As soon as you can make it, 
come after me and take over, I'll ti\ 
and stall till you get there. Okay?" 

"Gimp', . , yeah, sure . . . ill moi- 
der da bum.** 

-Fete went oat by the back way. The 
ranch -hands were gathered there, and 
he explained fart of ■ the situation to 
'them.- They were ready to help in any 
way they could. 

"Keep me screened from the troop- 
: ers, see ? We can't let 'em get too close. 
'Let's see— -where's the nag?" 

- Hercules* bore a huge Mack stal- 
lion, was led up, ready. It was equipped 
with short-sword, javelins, bow and ar- 
rows, ' and a dozen lariats hanging 
around fix .^ddle. Pete vaulted into 
place. - ' 


"Hightail it, boys." he yelped, setting 
the example, The fake Hercules and 
his t'ollowtit> galoped off, while the 
ai my o£ King Eurysiheus, caught un- 
prepared, ' milled in contusion. - One 
small band of troopers broke from ''tie ' 
rest and set out in pursuit. Looking 
back, Pete recognized the standard of 
Nessus — a golden centaur. 

Hard and fast they rode. Perspira- 
tion cowered them, and hours had 
passed before they reached the swamp, 
a low, desolate region of dark pools- and 
quicksand, where a few thick, stunted 
trees grew. The tioop of Nessus bad 
reined in some distance back, unwilling 
to approach the Imr of the monster. - - 

Mow the cowboys halted, - looking 
askance' at one another. Pete's heart 
sank. There was no sign of ' Hercules. 
, "Well/' 'he said. "Guess I'll ride ©»-"' 
a bit. Those Cossacks back- ..there can 
still. see me too plainly. Stick around, " 
fellas." 

SOM KHODY handed Pete a chunk 

''That'll draw the Iiyira if you throw 
» iv a; t!v_ water," he was informed." 

IL'dk t h jpped the meat as though it 
L-ui Vcn .'eath itself. 

• H'.-i ! I'm just going to- stall till 
field- its jets here. I'm no stand-in 
mil >* man •'' 

rhit<: was no answer. The eow- 
iiutids sat motionless in their saddles 
and watched Pete ride on, to halt by a 
gull ied tree not too close- to the water's 
edge. He -sat uneasily for a time, 
waiting. No Hercules. .What a. spot !- , 

Pete examined his weapons. Jave- 
lins. Bow and arrows. Lots of lariats. 
A saddlebag containing — what? He 
investigated. Fireworks, The childish- 
minded Hercules had stuffed an as- 
sorted conglomeration of fireworks into - 
the bag, apparently intending to let 
them off at some appropriate moment. 

"What a slap-happy stumble-bum 1" 
Pete remarked, and then turned into 
ice. * '' . 

He hain't -throwti the beef into the,, 
water. There was nothing to draw the 
monster out of ■ the depths. But— ;." -' 

The hydra was coming ! 

A ripple broke the surface,. A spike- - 
like object twisted tip, heading straight 
for the shore where Pete stood in nig 
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ifif <-uc^ hnzett, his hands twisted in the 
t*H <•<'.< Three more snake* pepped up, 
and the wake of » gigantic bulk swirled 
tit to view. The horse w>:n • t?zv 

Never completely bro&-*n, n bucked 
and sordished like the wild ihivg it 
was. P#;te saw hirr self sailing <wer the 
hors?*>< head ir.tj ibc w.iie;. He shut 
his t'/f^. d.r,J cIotj«£ r K«nti>; ;>liv Some- 
thr i t ; had to jiiyc. n ( e gtrib.-j soared 

Pete jiul saddle dMniped lo^/'h-. r 1^ 
the i',ic>iiii.'„ ;*. hilt th<- jnusfany de- 
j 'rifted tru" ,«r-.fer dimes, Siii-ii'tane oi«dy 
a wound itse.d •n'ouud Mr. Maud's 

His hand touched a rope. He irra«- 
asj<-d to <^el fe his Vnee-*. and saw a 
dozen testacies, reaching out of the 
wdt*.t toward Mm The b >dy of a giant 
squid w-i? darkly visible under the 
pjna.'e — a rc3 nonstrr that had been 
Vidsh; (i kite im salt matslv-s by pcrne 
hvak tui.il ^vave The grip 011 Pete's 
«nkif was iin'xo'able. He vas being 
pulkd toward the water. 

The stunted xvet- wasn't too ivv away. 
Pete wliii kd the repc i. round his head 
■md let Hv if he missed — 

He didn't miss The latso settled 
•->nd tijd,<en<"d ortr a - bmipy, fhkk 
limb P< '.p •. poll, d ovt: '•.awkward, 
but mrnM'jeJ t>> »'<t<u a coil of ihi- iope 
kb'M'A ivs v?i«. Hr '>.•"!; h t.'^er 
"turii s:j d„ Tlie j * »pe ?J,V4 <.'i<-}\ sir^vn, 

t't te tried to f-Jil hiips'dl +r«u\ hi't 
couid 'jot AndhT tentacle curl d 
itout i»is thig'-'is, bi'irjig hr, m- 
^♦-trt-r. Fe gr>t hold of a Jh>a li-i and 
dug it iiccoin and again into the cold, 
'dim? ile-il), but without r-su1t, The 
bciJeiul t-jt's of the hydra glared at him 
u!VV3pk!i,?,!y /hrough the water 

K-j die to jell lot help. He'd get 
ni!'!? N«w>us was probably laughing 
rt the Fiylit o*" his supposed enemy be- 
ing ;ifVfj\"*'ed by the monster, 

kh' l f uuirted 10 get mad. Just then 
be *iru» Jir- }»g of fireworks, 

Id's e- • ;- li-t- up. Maybe— He had 

1 ma rufartured matches, long 

/.£o Kt : JMiif in Ms pocket. It 

ws- qiincw iinj . •<>ib1e to get them out, 
but f .13- >>c m-.\w>ged. Meanwhile 
the d»d'^ H ir. t ^i-run was almost cutting 
hun m tvn 

Roman enndks, They- were the 
things. Pete Jit a handful and pointed 


ffatm at the thick, cable! ike tentacles. 
Red tire burst forth, sputtering and 
flaming- angrily, 

IT worked* Where st?ei hadn't 
daunted the monster, fire did. Or, 
a* least, the hydra was surprised The 

tentacles drew hack from the rearing 
flexes, and Pete instattly «r-i;>ng iu 
t i : s f »c' and rao i;kf-» h:iL H<- stoiipcd 
only -vbep the rope jt-iKd him back. 

He looked around. The s <aid lay 
with ifs tentacles waving, ila hu^f- body 
sfnrf?rged Out of i'a reach, Pete 'vr.s 
^3i"c, Then, cautiously, be gathered the 
01 he r Irftvr v 

T!>e lit loop- he flung settlsd over 
a tint"! 1, k bin slipped tree The. sec- 
ond 'try « u - iron 1 sut'cessful. One by 
one Pe'f I: risoed rhr- «-j\.ing arms of 
the creature, ru^.i'r art; them to the 
tree. Whetiw v 4 ' u';t the r opes would 
hold he couldii'c :. iy c-itild only 
*ait. And, still civ tch:«i« a Roman 
candle, he did, 

The ropes drew t?.ut. llitv- sane and 
snapped— but held. Luridly. Pete bad 
captured all of the squid's tentacle s, and 
01 this flai, shelving button the mon- 
ster co.dd yet purchase '-rip to 
moMv m». of its v.cif^'i and ;:rO|>lb, 

Tbe rcpes held ! T ! ie hydra w&s con- 

Pete ti'tned and yelled, Tbe raon- 
f>!-c«i" coidd ii'"jiik ?.t kl?.nre row, 01* 
*Li'idy <c htnr--e t<- Wda R%ht 
ih'h he needed lus c«: «vli.-', u so he could 
r/:t hor ? e t> ii !<..)- bc^ck 10 the ranch 
before tb* d* iM nti:>o uv.;-, d: >oo v ered. 

Tht tlr.mder of hoof:, cane to his ears. 
Iff* snw fJeii.us bearing down on him. 
Ik.nd-.ornf tacf fvUted in r gJopting 
sn?i!'-. eves-, gleaming. Beioie Pete 
could stir, he was pirkvd up bodily and 
thrown across the saddle 11 front of the 
Greek officer, 'Tbe poir*- of a dagger 
pricked Ms back. 

"Don't move, Petros Mankos — im- 
postor!" Kessus commanded. "We're 
going to the king— and" I'll show him 
that it's you, not Hercules, who wears 
the lion's skin 1"' - 

Pete was acutely uncomfortable. 
The' horse's gallop jarred Mm till he 
was nearly seasick, and sometimes the 
dagger would slip down painfully. He 
heard a cry. 

"Ride 'im, cowboy!" _ 
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He looked back. The mustangs of the 
cowhao.ls were rac:n;; ,n pumiit, dust 
rising from their heels. Be"ond them, 
fat behind. Mine the troop of Ne<su,-*. 
Could Pete s would-be rescuer* reach 
him in time? ' 

■ Nessus laughed and dug his spurs 
deep. ' The steed sprang forward with 
renewed speed. The officer bent low 

■ as an arrow whistled past. 

■ . "Hey!" Pete ydped."You11 'fait me!" 
' But the cowboys didn't care about 

■ that. " As long as Hercules' reputation 
■ ■ went untarnished, they'd be satisfied— r 

if they had to kill both Nessus and Pete 

■ to accomplish their ends. Their wails 
went up to the blue sky. 

- "Yippee ! Ride 'im, cowboy 1 ■ Yipee 1" 
In another moment, Pete knew, the 

■ arrows would find their mark. Nessus, 
grimly silent, drove the horse on. His 
dagger did not stir from the captive's 
back. Pete noticed, abruptly, that he 
held something in his hand. The 
Roman candle. . . . 

■ Somehow he got the matches out 
of . his pocket without attract in g 

. Nessus' attention. ' How he lit the fuse 
he never knew, in that gusting mini 1 
. Arrows were sing:-; vi ioiisly 
, - him. The dust-clouds choked hit. 
The thunder of hoofs deafened 
He lit the candle and aimed it — 
• Swish! In front of the horse's nuse 
a spurt of raving fire blasted ! The 

■ horrified anii'Mi 1 t v d to turn inside out 
and start running the other way. It 
only succeeded in doing a somersault. 
-But- that - was 'effective enough. Pete 
felt himself flying through the air, and 

. ■ fell 'heavily atop a body that whooped 
hoarsely once, and ..was silent. - 
' He got up dizzily from Nessus' pros- 

* trate form. The officer, was out cold. 

^ '. The cowhands came riding up. One 
of them extended a hand, and helped 
' Pete vault to the saddle behind him. 

"Ride 'im, cowboy!" 
' They led toward the ranch, hopeless- 
ly outdistancing the ' troop. Pete 
breathed again. Nessus' story would 
never be belie v."! n<t*v Hercules' rep- 
utation was wife— r,*"i • nhanced. For 
the son of Zens-, ki 1 vUin the hydra I 
Sspg! 

"Bklio, Pete," said l)u.,tar Mayhem. 
"How are you ieekag?" 


"Wb-what?" Mi Manx stared 

around at the laboratory. Greece had 
vanished. 

The cowboys were gone. - He was 
back in New York. 

"I finally succeeded in repairing the: 
machine," Dr. Mayhem \ said. "1 
brought back your wrestler friend, Bie- 
pig. first." 

Pete staggered erect. 

"Where is he?" 

"I sent him to the hospital. He hat) 
a bad case of — well, he must have run 
into some goldenrod. But he'll conr; 
around in a day or so. What happened, 
anyhow, Pete?" .. 

IT was a long story, but at last it was 
finished, to Mayhem's intense satis- 
faction. He had been hanging on every 
word. 

"Hercules, eh? That clears up fco 
many mysteries. The man-eating birds 

— ost-iVhcs. i o'j A,-d the hydra 

was .i squid? Amazing. Even the >bift 
of Nessus that was supposed to have 
kf.ed Hercules — * Doctor Mayhem 
m med amused. , . 

Yeah." Pete glanced at the dooi. 
"It seems to me I came here with the 
nl- i of asking you if you could cure 
' .pig. That was quite a while ago. 
•),"! I'd still like to know." 

"I'm afraid not." The scientist"* 
voice was regretful. 

Manx sighed. "I guesb J 'It jus* have 
to keep him away from goldenrod. if 1 
expect him to stay in condition for more 
fights, then," he said. 

Mayhem slapped his hand to his fore- 
head. 

"Oh, I forget, Pete. Your friend toM 
me to tell you he was finished with the 
wrestling - profession. ■ He said that 
when he got out of the hospital be wa.s 
going back to Montana." 

There was silence for two minutes. 
At length Pete drew himself together 
and made for the door. 

"See you later, Doc," he said. "I've 
got something important to attend to, 
right away." 

"You have? What?" 

Mr. Manx's grin was enough tn 
frighten babies. 

"Oh, nothing much." he shrugged. 
he closed the door behind hire?. "I 
want to send Biggie some-— jfouw.v' ' 
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By OSCAR 3. FRIEND 

Amthm of "The Stolen Speetmm" "The Kil from Man/" etc, 



the < pa -c * i t cIl <1 run divt'd etr+ Into the void 


THE space-freighter. Rex, card- 
ing a cargo of twenty tl'ou'iand 
tons of Wiltonite, had passed the 
orbit of Mars and was decelerating. 
Flr^ship of the government fleet of 
rockets operating between the uranium 
mints, on j up iter and the fueling ports 
of Earth, the Rex was king of the space- 
ways. 

inside the ship, two young men in 

the uniform of Confederated World 
Space Service stood together, in the 
chief navigator's office. So much alike 
there could be no doubt they .were 


Night -Did Not Fall When the 

Last Day Dawned on Earth- 
tJmtit Man Put the Darkness' 
Out with Letters of Fire! 

brothers. Roberr Carroll was the com- 
mander and Martin Carroll the first 
astrogator of the vessel Both of 
them tall and lithe, blue-eyed and 
brown-haired, less than eighteen 
months- difference in their ages, these 
famous brothers had' been inseparable 


BLIND VKTOK/ 


from their early childhood, 

Bob. ti'ic ,-lder, v, as rated the best 
pilot in the service. Martin, the 
rrogator. was a mental marvel With- 
out the ivm ri Misl^iliiitrtls, papa or 
pencil, lie could u iaiiguiau any sort of 
course or maneuver. Bob could esti- 
mate what the reaction* were going to 
be a? fa a ••>-* lu„. i rother could finish 
Ms equations. The two of them func- 
tioned as a perfect team. That was the 
reason the Rex was the crack ship of 
the service. 

"Well, yonder is the old ball of mud 
— rolling serenely on her way through 
space," said Captain Bob Carrol! with 
a sigh of great relief as he turned from 
the- eye-pieces of the electro-telescope. ' 

Martin 'Carroll's sensitive face regis- 
tered faint triumph as well as relief as 
he tamed it toward Ms brother, 

"So you were somewhat worried over 
the continued silence of, the comrauni- . 
cation system, after all/* . ' 

"Frankly, yes," . admitted Bob, smil- 
ing now. "it was queer—that sudden 
blanking out- of the -edmnninicatiofi 
beam before-, we left Jupiter. ^ But Acre 
it Earth 'right where she belongs. Well 
be home in, three lays and likely find 
out-the trouble Is in our own direc- 
tional beam tube. 

"Exactly sixty-five hours," • Martin 
corrected. "There's no doubt tliar 
Wiltonite fuel has made commercia 
space travel a success. It's the mos 
■powerful explosive ever perfectei. But 
v. hat zojil < wt ki ihiuk the radio trouble 
may be Jr. oJf o >v» equipment? We've 
picked up thv Martian stations with- 
out any Uoublc." 

m SHADOW ol concern flitted 

a.» <kt Huh Or roll's face. 

"You if ua, damn, d technical, Mr. 
.Carroll*" he s.ud affectionately. "Let 
me tell you that old term firma looks 
mighty good spinning along there on 
her way to meet lis. God bless the in- 
ventor of the electro-telescope." 

"Describe," said the chief astrogator 
lazily, making no move to get up from 
his chair and peer into the telescope's 
eye-piece for himself. 

His eye fastened to tie 'scope, the 
older brother gave a concise astrono- 
mical report on Earth h» he observed it. 
Martin Carroll listened intently, his 


head cocker! shgfttly to one side with 
the aW ft ,i>r of a *vj rW. 

"Sounds oil right," MiUin admitted 
in r <• iict as the captain brushed. "We'd 
tX'ts,<*r go to the conning tuwer and set 
the tmai figures up lor rht first relief 
pilot. I've just worked \-m out Cur cor- 
rect deceleration with forty million 
pounds of deadly dead weight in the 
holds.- You loaded tbe Rex up to the 
gills this -trip, didn't yon?" 

"Clear 'up to the'hairltiu-, 1 " hn brother 
admitted shamelessly. "Without; Wil- 
tonite the heavy rochets, don't space. 
The Rex is the only cr at t that dates 
carry a full cargo of thr explosive stuff. 
.You' wouldn't be a bit anxious over 
Marcia, would you?" . 

."Would you?* .-coiinieted Martin 
'from Ms seat at the taMe. 

A faint grimace of p -Jn c: ome<\ Bob's 
fn. e at. In tJ ai beh'r. i bib brother. 
He thought of the word- Mai Ha War- 
ren had spoken the only time he had 
ever openly declared bis S--, ve, 

"Don't, Bob \" the giJ bud protested 
brokenly. "Don't tell inr that. Don't 
make it any harder f'/r me. Your 
brother — Martin — lovr^ me. coo I 
■-. ; ply couldn't — tell hoi: 1 dutfi't care. 
,.m I can never marry yo<i as long as 
Martin lives— and car .<•.. C«n I?** 

\Vl#e-faced and strnir-cd. Bob had 
«v plied: "No, of course not. I— didn't 
.::mw about Mart. But 1 uiould have 
j.' 1 1 .-ssed that both, of us » ould love you. 
t -give me, Marcia. I ;»«'*ss I can 
*tand it if— if you many Marl." 

"But I on't love Mart— like that." 
Marcia had replied gravdy. "It's you, 
Bob. But you wouldn't want me to do 
any differently, wouki -, ou ?" 

"God forbid," Bob Carroll had said 
stoutly. 

He had folded Marcia tenderly in his 
arms, and kissed her fitly on her fair 
forehead. Thereafter, ne/er by word 

or tone or inflection id- en the three 
of them were together could Martin 
Carroll tell that they bad reached a 
triangulation in their private lives as 
great as any equation ne bad solved in 
space. ■ \ 

Now s the captain affectionately 
rumpled the wavy chestnut hair on his 
brother's head and cr.immcd the cbkf 
astrogator's cap on the mussed- up 
locks. ' ■ • 
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) .' >n*iv+his»^ wer*: ti lu>Mf>"r f° j "hn 

1 thsni; f'f! yo ts:;- <?■•>; on " 

F-nhei oi "'frrch, 1 ''liitu,- I "-ih-.M 
die*." s-^iJ ^.'i.rfiii Cairoli -.i'r;>M .t* hi 
r< 1 - a- '} (iln-'f J his b»n<i on hi- i t •»« K 

"What? And leave me to jockey the 

Ki-K through space all by myself?** 
dv,!ed Bob, throwing an arm tenderly 
.»]->ont the young man's shoulders. 

FORTY-eight hours later the duly 
! iflng Mite disk that was. Earth 
i..-L-n out of the black immensity of 
space. and assumed its familiar outline 
and color. . And still the radio beam 
i" «•» !->ad, although the Rex's radio 
operator had no trouble communicating 
with Mars or Jupiter. Comrnunica- 
cation with Earth was impossible, al- 
though Eaj<<: -f'led majestically on- 
: ward in a perfectly normal fashion. 
There was c -e thing wrong — 
something was missing that the cap- 
tain of the Rex overlooked at first, so 
busy was lie in scanning the planet it- 
self. It was Scott, the first officer, who 
brought the matter to Ms attention, 
"Look! Captain Carroll— the umbra 
' and penumbra of Earth are missing!" 
- Bob started and stared. Swiftly he 
adjusted the controls of the electro-tel- 
escope. ' Scott was right. Difficult to 
see against the rcfractionless black of 
space, but always present and extend- 
ing for hundreds of thousands of miles 
out on the shadowed side away from 
the Sun, the false shadow and the true 
■ conical shadow of Earth were missing. 

"The shadows are sometimes difficult 
to see," said Martin Carroll from his 
chair a * thm chart table. 

"N f., ••If" exclaimed Ms brother 
'sharp) , Scott is right. There is no 
umbi rth is casting no shadow 

and is sunlight all around it, 

Ther^ .= .light ! It — it's impossible !" 

"Check your instruments !" Martin 
Carroll ordered as he clutched his head 
with 'both hands to concentrate -on the 
crazy prozlet * ' ^ hi 4 time is it?" 

Tw ■>->:t—in f P . astern Standard 
Earth Time, 1 the first officer, 

glancing at a enronometer set among 
the star' clocks. 


"Then we are roughly one million 
miles out" said the chief astro gator. 

Job, set the manual controls for one 

:gree right ascension and give half a 

irst from number three port rockets. 
We'd best swing in an orbit around 

irth and make sure we aren't suffer-- 

g from optical illusions, I've got to 
»gure this thing out. No radio com- 
munication . . . no shadow ... 110 new 
source of light. . . ." . ' 

The little group fell silent as the Rex 
responded to the helm and carved in a 

1 1 « ' • ,i » ctory on the new course. 
Faint groans of apprehension escaped 
more than one. pair of lips as tie fact 
becairr ablished beyond all doubt 
that the entire world was bathed in per- 
petual sunlight! 

Which, o f coarse, was impossible. 

"Good God!" cried the pilot as the 
Western Hemisphere came fully into 
view. "What is th; Iters 0/ fire!" 

MO longer requiring the electro-tel- 
escope, the captain and first offi- 
cer stood shoulder to shoulder and 
stared out through "the forward obser- 
vation port. In huge, glowing letters 
— like the neon signs of the twentieth 
century — stretching across the entire 
width of the United States of America 
from the Pacific to the Atlantic, was a 
two-word phrase. 

SAVE 
EARTH 

"Save Earth," read Bob Carroll 

aloud. "From British Columbia almost 
to Florida— save Earth. It's a huge 
signboard in space !" 

"Look!" exclaimed the first officer, 
clutching his commander's arm. 

Bob Carroll continued to stare. 
Down below, on the great globe of 
Earth, the nine huge letters winked, out 
of being, In their- stead, in the middle 
of the continent, appeared a number. It 
'was a late. 

2 19 9 
AD 

The Rex's commander read the date 
aloud in a queer voice. 

"But that's .wrong !"• cried Scott, 
"Th:;. is July of the year Twenty-two 
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hundred and ten. Or are we-, going 

mad?" . ' . ■ 

. Martin Carroll lifted his head sud- 
denly, 

. ' "Bob, did you say Twenty-one nine- 
ty-nine?' 

■ Before the captain coulu . • .•• m is 
there was a gasp from B* . ,v >• • r , ie 
pilot. 

■ "Look!" lie shorted. "The date has 
blinked out and the words have come 
back!" 

They had, indeed. At intervals of 
one-minute durations that incompre- 
hensible signboard of Earth flashed its 
changing message: SAVE EARTH— 
21': i A D ~ SAVE EARTH — 2199 
A D. That it was an urgent message 
. of scrr.e k m£ to somebody there could 
' be no doubt. That it was centrally con- 
trolled was obvious. 

"I tell you it's Twenty-two ten!" 
shouted Scott, clutching his captain by 
the shoulder. "Let's get down there 
and find out what the hell's wrong, sir. 
I've got a wife and three kids dow 
there who may be needing me!" 
; "Snap -out of it, Scott!" said the corr 
raander sternly, giving the officer a lit- 
tle shake. "Of course this is Twenty- 
two ten. But that Twenty -one ninety- 
nine pecial significance." 

Captain Carroll turned to look at his 
brother who had risen to his feet and 
was advancing toward the observation 
port, his blue eyes wide and staring. 

"A special significance," tl 
gator repeated. And then both broth- 
ers eKi,-itiimc4 MgetVi 

"Tiw l'i?::rv.tanet.,'-- U.rden!" 

* * 

THF.K.lI .'.-ssn't the least warning 
*■!:■ t ji.n 12, 2210, was going to be 
any uiuciuu, -astronomically speaking, 
than any other June 12 of mankind's 
recorded history. But there was a 
startling departure from the usual 
order of things. For June 12 did not 
end. It was the last day. 

The sun lowered as usual below the 
rim m , » < ! j ..i horizon, but twi- 
light, dusk, and dark did not follow in 
their proper order. Instead, the day- 
light seemed to grow stronger. 

Simultaneously, all over the world, 
radio communication went completely 
haywire. It was worse than the static 


of a thousand sunspots. Of all the mad 
things to happen, the moat grimly sig- 
nificant was this, utter and absolute 
failure of wire nisaion. So . 

dependent had Earth become on wire- 
less impulses that there ensued at 
once an indescribable state of cha 

AH stratosphere liners and airl 
transports lost their power and dir 
tional beams and were grounded- 
plunged to destruction. The elect 
magnetic gravity nullifier, develoj 
in the second half of the twenti 
century and unlocking the door ' - 
tial flight, went out of commissi! 
completely as radio and wircL 
power. For no fuel had yet bt«» 
developed — not even Wikonite — that 
would, without the gravity nullifier, 
lift the lightest rocket at sufficient 
initial velocity to escape the attraction 
of Earth's mass. 

And all communication with inter- 
planetary rocket ships and with the 
power stations on the colonized major 

:tiets was cut off abruptly as though 
j 'taster surgeon had severed the vocal 
cis of all Earth. 

I s • 1 H -M not fall. True, the Sun 
r at the east and set in the 
v-, «i iota monotonous regulari + " 
;.fi'%. th;-> Earth was still propei : 
spinning on ,th '-,'t thi . i • >!■ 
perpetual day. Earth began buildi 
up terrific temperatures which woi 
have killed people off like flies had it 
not been for the weathercast stations 
that dotted every continent. 

These weather-control stations, de- 
veloped in the twenty-second century, 
reached their highest peak of efficiency 
in 21 §5 under the direction of Profes- 
sor John Carroll. Now they were func- 
tioning full blast to prevent men and 
plants and animals from being steamed 
alive, while scientists so« ;:;*»»• frvK'ri?-* 
for the cauue M tin en >•■_ "W ,-> ! 
a remedy. 

The polar cans ^vr*, 1 >.--ip;> / r i t' ■ . 
and the seas v'crt ri?iii« -d in al;n ir ; 
isle, uiivina peupk- internl fu"f >«' '! 
countries and mur.oatini; i-l^o " i ;* 1 
island. And over c/eivL!*:.i , 'i . 
the humid, stenmui,?, .;r«y>/ -<<'"- i< 
a tropical jun^l;, r. i dtr.x: • * 
wasn't content t<> 
was SJtiwly <;t 
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turc <>c live steam. 
Finally a couple of mathematicians 

£.ut together with three astronomer- 
physicists, and tliey plotted the course 
and direction of the constant bending 
of light rays, To their artiazensciit, the 
answer thev s;ot was— f be planet Mer- 
cury ? 

This was ridiculous! The "-.oat ele- 
mentary school child knev the two 
inferior plants — Mcrvorv and V'inus — 
were uninhabited am- un^Jiabitable, 
"that organic life-' was impossible on 
those two outposts of the Son where 
rivers could only be molten bismuth 
on the one and the coolest temperature 
could only be Eve steam on. the other. 

In the past two buhdred years every 
space pioneer who had dared explore 
' : inward toward the Sun had -failed to 
. return. The intense heat of the Sun 
- was incinerating, fatal. 

All of which didn't change the fact 
that the figures (showed the sphere of 
. artificial agitation which bent the Sun's 
rays around the Earth and caused tidal 
waves, blanketed wireless, rising tem- 
perature, and all the other ills and in- 
conveniences which led up to the door 
of utter annihilation — was on Mercury. 
It was at this point that science bowed 
its head and called upon Professor John 
Carroll. 

Professor Carroll was retired now. 
He lived quietly on his farm near Fort 
Wayne, Indiana, and raised weird mu- 
tations of fruits and vegetal^* Jrom 
the four known . worlds under a 
weather-control system of visible light 
beams of his own devising. He was in 
his glass-enclosed pagoda with the air- 
conditioning unit running full b'asT 
when the delegation came to see. him 

"Indeed, gentlemen, this is a sur- 
prise," the professor said in his dry, 
gentle voice as he recognized more than 
one friend — >ir oiemv- -in the group oi 
savams v.-ho waited upon him. "Let 
me hasten to bid you welcome to my 
humble abode. You are acquainted 
with my ward Miss T lj:<ia Warren?" 

THE visitors reddened a trifle more 
than the mounting temperature of 
the weather warranted and hemmed 
and hawed as the professor amiably 
shook toads. Marcia smiled gra- 
ciously, overlooking the confusioi -,sf 


her guardian's callers. She knew why 
tliey were embarrassed. 

The three men were here to eat hum- 
■ ble pie. 

For Professor Carroll was a versatile 
man. Not content with being the di- 
rector of weathercasting for the entire 
world, in the year 2199 he had written 
a book on the flora and fauna of the 
several planets. The title of this re vo- 
lution j:y masterpiece was "The Inter- 
plane- t - irden." In this book the 
profef • : 'evoted three chapters to 
theory aoout possible life on Venus and 
Mercury. 

The dissension Charles Darwin had 
caused with his "Origin of Species" was 
a :?uld breeze compared to the tempest 
Carroll stirred up with his theory of 
sentient metallic life on Venus and 
helium creatures of intelligence on 
Mercury. Before the end of the year 
the otherwise creditable book was sup- 
pressed and the professor was removed 
from his high office. Indeed, the year 
2199 . was not one to be easily forgot- 
ten by the Carroll family. 
. "Ahem — er — not to beat aimlessly 
around the bush, Professor," said Dr. 
Thornley Bcdloe, dean of mathematics 1 
and physics of World Science Institute, 
"we have c>rae v« 'h 5 to you about the 
alarming condition now confronting 
Earth. Ai the present rate of increas- 
ing heat, in spite of the weathercast 
stations, the deadline of continued ex- 
istence for the human race is July the 
nineteenth. That is scarcely a week 
away. Professor Carroll, it is my wish 
il'.e '\<«h of 3II my colleagues to 
tiUVr : : u'u nib aHjtct apolosjie,; tot what 
v, (ltd to you ami '1 he L^t-rnlam-tarv 
G.ii'u*"!" clt-wii years ago, ar.d to ask 
01 you — that is — oK ror God's sake, 
CAii'; y.'u .\o something to avert dsa- 
■f.u-v? You fnre.vtw. '.mngs in yodt 
gt oat v/i,rk of which t'tt woild dH wA 
tvit\ «?ara Car»'< ywu Jigun jorac 
way out?" ' 

"Yes, Professor Carroll," urged titer 
leader of the World Cabinet. "Why 
should an alien form of life such as 
must exist on Mercury suddenly make 
war on us — and without warning? 
Why should this- happen to us?" 

"I see,** said Professor Carroll, quiet- 
ly. "Then you are agreed that other 
forms of life than the carbon com- 
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pounds— than even physical and •"<? • 
game compounds — ml^ht pi.i*->ibiv p-xitrt 
on planes that inui doth not tk? ins <n 
and can.iot begin to presHU':,. rnvK i- 
stand ?" 

"There can be ;m othei an- ••. v 1 iv-tid 
Dr. Bedloe earn** >,ih 'Wt- I .unv mat 
no form of lift scuta' to nui < ,<n rxkt 
as close to the as Vt-mu. 4ud pa- 
tient crosi-ciwcr hjj rihuwu ht^ond 
tile shadow ji . t uoubl tint something 
upon Mercui y artificially causing the 
terrible refraction of light and 'the 
warping of the Sun's rays to destroy 
' Earth. It is all so senseless. Mot how, 
but why the inhabitants of Mercury 
would destroy the world !" 

■"§>ERHAPS, from their stand- 

Jt point, It is not so senseless," 
. contradicted Professor Carroll. "Let's 
see— Mercury is . about two-fifth* the 
diameter of Earth. It receives about 
seven times as much light and beat 
from tie Sun that Earth does. And 
only one-half ' of the planet is habitable 
— providing ' ■ we ftgf e* ' that certain 
forma of life exist 'that can stand from 
four hundred to eight hundred degrees 
of temperature." 

"You speak ox An i siuh oil Earth 
without warning. How « ould creatures 
of a possible heliuiii ^dbtmis attut 
ture, whose very lite tottv »s he at i-*.* 
intense that solid metals such as t'i» 
and lead flow like water, even begin to 
communicate with us ? And why would 
they care to do so? There is nothing 
in common between us — not even as 
much as 'there is 'between a man and a 
mold. 

"And why should they attack Earth 
by turning perpetual sunshine on it? 
For what other reason than to raise 
Earth's temperature to a degree which 
their form of life could tolerate?" 

"You — you mean the Mercurians 
would — would attempt to colonize 
Earth?" whispered Dr. Bedloe, aghast 
at the horrible thought. 
- Professor Carroll shrugged. "Why 
not? They won't be the first creatures 
to demand more leben-xaum." ' - * 

"Good God, man' Y a a are jesting I" 
cried the cabinet leader. 

Profess©». Carroll dropped his suave 
and lackadaisical maimer. * "On the 
contrary, gentlemen," he said crisply, 


'I mean tvvf; vv>jxc( of it. I have been 
cH<rckic|; v. sth '-ihiiunifnis for day after 
tin- J trti ->*!un vou that those of 
Mi' who i'iJiv^.l u Mt.ii.orv for the 

\l - s" i.. > jx . Tiunbl*. :ii c t>ru» hundred 
jK.-'L-u 1 uiFci' Mt!'. ,!'•«,• or the in- 

for on id^L,-- v lieu juu'p.'^c it. uu- 
iiuubn:dlv ^uiow^-.tif •ti--iin.il I'mim rtf 
Lie i,- u*i-qut stiuiiably aiiwi ,</ A > tf&n^e 
- — mid there i» nothuig iii.ii I caa da 
about it." 

"You.— yon mean there's no hope, 
then ?** whispered Dr. Bedloe. 

"There was none before you came to ' 
me," corrected Professor Carroll sol- 
emnly. "There may be little .now, but 
there is a chance.. As it is impossible 
to take a rocket ship off from Earth 
to combat our enemy, we "must use a 
ship that u obviously, already away 
from Earth. Since there is -no chance 
ef communicating with such a ship 
by radio, we must communicate visu- 
ally. «!.d we can only hope that the ' 
recipient of our necessarily brief mes- 
sage has the intelligence to interpret it'' 
properly and take the right steps. The 
rcit will be on the lap of the gods." 

"What kind of a solution is this?" 
complained Bedloe bitterly, while tie 
others merely groaned in despair. 

"1 know it is just a gamble," said 
Professor. Carroll. "Bat it is .all we 
have. My two sons aboard the Rex are 
due back from "Jupiter the day after 
tomorrow. I know they are in a fever 
of uneasiness due to Earth's radio 
silence. They * ill be studying Earth 
carefully ats their ship approaches. And 
I must have immediate and complete 
control of all the weathercast bureaus 
in the Western Hemisphere! 1 will 
chart a series of horizontal red 'and 
yellow beams of light from station to 
station that will spell out a compre- 
hensible message to my boys. It has to 
be on, a vast scale so that it can be read 
before the Rex comes close enough to 
be trapped by Earth's gravitational pull 
above the power of their rockets. And 
I want th.it message to start flashing 
as quickly as possible. That's all 1 
can- do, gentlemen." 

FOR the next twenty-four hours- the 
telegraph wires hummed a!! ./vcs. 
the United States. Electrician «iv3 
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in. i bank* worked and sweated like 

. i';,c:i all Over the country in their 
:;a, Erforts to hook up the weather 
'. w .' am stations as per the explicit direc- 
tives telegraphed from temporary 
headquarters set up in Chicago, 

A; last Professor Carroll, with an 
anxious-faced but brave Marcia at his 
*ick\ sat before a huge control 
board and began manipulating master 
switches which in turn manipulated 
and activated numerous other switches 
across the face of the continent 

'"Our ret! beam-is shooting northwest 
from Chicago/* announced Dr. Bedloe 
anxiously from the window of the .tall 
building, "I only hope that the entire 
sy.«t«?m ;s functioning as it. should." 

"How can we tell?" demanded one 
of the technicians, 

"We can't," said the professor, smil- 
ing' faintly. "We are too close to the 
sign. We would have to be at least 
ten thousand miles out in space in order 
to read it," 

"How far do you think. it can be 
read ?" demanded Dr. Bedloe. 

"With the electro-telescope, at least 
a million miles/* Carroll replied, glanc- 
iug at his watch and' lipping out a 
scries of switches before pressing home 
a second series. 

" The Chicago beam haa changed di- 
rection," announced Dr. Bedloe v ■ m 
the window, 

"We should be spelling or writing 
the date — ■ Twenty-one ninety-nine," ' 
explained the professor. "Sixty seconds 
of' that and then back to *SAVE 
EARTH*. And that is all we can do 
ft cm now on. gentlemen. Except that ' 
yoti might start praying that the Rex 
i- (.OTWfi back to Earth on time- and 
that- the Carroll boys will interpret my 
iiKasage correctly— -and then be able 
to fii»uiv a solution/* 

"Save Earth P snorted Bedloe. 
"Twenty-one ninety-nine, A.D. ! I 
think your message is crazy, Carroll." 

"yes." said the professor succinctly 
as he manipulated his switches. "You 
thought «o ir. Twenty-one ninety-nine." 


BRF.WSTSR, the young pilot of the 
Rex. • rned Ms strained face 
toward his captain, 

"What can be causing those letters, 


sir?" He asked curiously. 

"There is nothing that could do it 
except the light beams of the weather- 
cast bureaus/* explained Bob briefly, 
"'It's obviously a message for the eyes 
because Earth's radio won't {unction/' 

"Wcathcrcast stations!" exclaimed 
Martin Carroll. "That date! Bob, 
only Dad could have hooked up those 
stations to flash that word. That mes- 
sage must be from Mm. And you know 
what happened fa Twenty-one ninety- 
nine." 

"Will any Carroll ever' 'forget!" 

growled Bob. "That was the -year Dai 
was disgraced for Ms theories about 
Mercury published in 'The Interplane- 
tary Garden'." 

'That's it!" cried the astrogator 
sharply. "Somehow that's a message 
to us from Dai. And the clue is in that 
hook. Haven't we a copy aboard the 
Rex?" 

"Yes—in my cabin," said Bob. 
"Come." 

In the privacy of the commander's 
cabin Martin sprawled at ease on the 

berth while his brother read' aloud the 

section of Professor Carrol's book on 
the sunward planets. An hour 'later 
Martin expelled a tremendous sigh. 

"That's it," he said. "Dadiias told 
as as plainly as by a two-way hook-up 
that Ear trouble, and the -danger 

spot is Venus or Mercury. Let's get to 
the navigator's office and.' run some . 
tests to see if we can check it/* 

It was four hours later that Martin 
Carroll lowered his tired,. head to rest-, 
his feverish face in Ms"- -hands. His' 
brother . stared down at the -hack of 
Ms head with eyes that were wide with 
horror. ' ' * 

"Good God, Martin!** he murmured. 
"It's incredible! Mercury attacking 
Earth by bending the Sun's rays. Why, 
we don't even 'know there is life on 
Mercury. We have, only Dad's theory 
that intelligent life doesn't necessarily 
have to conform to organic carbon 
patterns." . . 

"We do know now," said the younger 
brother, smiling wearily. /'Every test, 
every gauge, every equation works out 
to. an artificial disturbance and ray 
distorter on one spot on Mercury. 
We've got to destroy it and io it 
quickly, or si life on Earth: will 
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'most certainly perish." \. 

"That's - why Dad sent his visual mes- 
sage/* Bob commented gravely. "But 
how did lie think we could save—** - 

Bob Carroll broke off suddenly and 
stared at his brother in a peculiar man- 
ner. Martin, particular!, sensitive to 
things like this, ' again raised his .-head. 

"You've thought ei 1 w a v Bub," he 
accused quietly. "What r. "' 

"A way, yes," answer* %] he captain 
slowly, solemnly, "Bu. ; u crible way. 
And it means an inevitaoie sacrifice," 

"Yon mean-— make a bomb out of our 
ship—blast that spot on Mercery out 
of existence?** 

"Exactly," said Bob in a curt, flat 
tone. ■ "Maybe bomb Mercury itself oat 
of existence. Who knows what our 
cargo of twenty thousand tons of WI1- 
tonite at full acceleration with a de- 
tonator head on the Rex will do?" 

Martin passed Ms hand over his face 
and, shuddered, 

"My God!" he whispered. "The holo- 
caust would be awful." 

"The crew!" murmured the captain 
of the Rex. • "We, can't demand such a 
sacrifice of them. There is only one 
thing to do. - We'll have to compute our 
course and cut across bc iv.-en Earth 
and Moon at a height of Ifty thousand, 
miles from Earth and Jet all the men 
dive from the aft port in space suits. 
They'll make it safely to Earth, and we 
can rocket oil/* 

"Like parachute troops of the twen- 
tieth century, eh?" said Martin, smiling 
wanly. "Yea, that will work, Bob. 
But listen"— -he hesitated slightly, then 
went on — "there's no need of — of ua 
both going. One of us can do the job 
successfully. Remember Dad and 
Marcia. You wouldn't — er — flip a coin, 
would you?" 

"Nu I v mldn i. Bob replied softly. 
"But you are rig ht Matt. There's Dad 
— and Marcia. /irul one ut us> is enough 
to unload this >. ., , uii Me-rcary, So 
you're going to U>>. <.r*, wixix the re*t ot 
the crew and >' 1 w .< < •< <u> ibveC Vvt; 
love," 

"No, Bob," pr.)t. ■» iiH pihei, plait- 
ing up in swift i r ». oi "'! r.at isu't 
fair. If one of as u.o-. 1 •. it, 1. is- h it 
that I—" . 

"Skip it !" in >'a - i.n' iiu i ^ ij>!diii, 
"I've already rr. \ ■ in im tnu id and 


I'm skipper of this pote <)<»•• h 

Come on to the control room uud h^u*** 
the proper triarigulation lu' tt> u 
make a bull's-eye on the < ... V. . - . 
tian spot causing all our trc ; • •. 'vir»'- 
I talk to the entire crew an*l v.«,.iu>t 
things," 

MARTIN CARROLL h< sd i 'It H • 
hand, and his brother rjo;"-J it 
"Wait just a minute, Bo.V he &did 
brokenly. "We're practically s»ii 
good-by right now. Ami '\ v' c u<-»" 
been separatei beforv " 

Bob uttered a littL snort and his 
.arms went around his uioiLer* : :> > i at 
big hug. His lips were pressed for an 
instant against tie younger man's fore- 
head—just as he had kissed Marcia 
Warren not so terribly long ago. 

"So long, bud," he murmured affec- 
tionately. "Take good care of them. 
You know 1 know you're capable." 

"Yeah/* nunered Martin, . pressing 
his face firmly against the cheek of his 
brother. "So long — skipper." 

They walked to the control room arm 
in arm, and Bob left the astrogator 
there to work out his new equation 
while he went to address the assemlileJ 
•crew. 

Martin spoke quietly to the young 

pilot who got the message front the 
loudspeaker. 
"Brewster!" 

"¥» , aii P answered the pilot. 

"We haven't any time to lose. Get 
your space suit and supply equipment 
and come back here to get me at the last 
minute. Understand?" ■ ■ 

"Yes, sir. Gladly, sir." ■ 

"Go ahead. Ill take over." 

A bit later the captain entered the 
control room with a space suit over his 
arm. 

"Here, Martin, " he called crisply. 
"Let iiie help you get into tills thing. 
The crew are waits a,?, ;A the port aft 
air luck. ' 1*11 give you the gauge read- 
ings before I fasten the headgear, and 
\ uu can f d 1 off the proper equation to 
i,fi tigs so I don't miss the mark. . I 
vd". < sily correct minor discrepancies 
by ' ... nual control as I near the target 
—siidi , 6 ,r,e 'soil of the Sun throwing 
(lie ■ hip off." 

"If it weren't for that nei-^iiv /v 
totiki both jump ship and tr. •>.••. u. iai- 
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tiai control settings to take this flying 
bomb there." 

"I know that!" said Bob impatiently. 
"Quit stalling, and get into this suit." 

"Are you ready, sir?" came the voice 
of Brewster from the door. 

'Yes," whispered Martin Carroll 
softly as his hand crept up along iris 
brother's arm to his chin. "I'm — - 
ready !" 

As he said this, Martin sudder.lv 
doubled his fist and iet drive a 
murderous short-arm jab that con- 
nected squarely with Bob's jaw. The 
captain grunted and started sagging, 
crumpling at the knees, 

"Here, Brewster f * Martin called out 
sharply, "Get the captain into this 
space suit he brought. Snap into it! 
We're changing places. He's jumping 
ship with you men. I'm taking the Rex 
on to Mercury Is the detonator fused 
to the hold and properly set?" 

"Yes. sir. but do you think—" began 
the pile l in a trembling voice. 

"I know." snapped the astrogator in 
a hard tone. "Get that suit on my 
brother. Now then, read the position 
to me from the gauges." 

"Yes. sir," said the stunned Brewster, 
complying. 

"•Good," nodded Martin Carroll. "Set 
up this triangulation — and as you hope 
to liv e out a normal life, don't make any 
error!" 

He called out an, equation, and felt 
the great freighter tremble slightly a» 
the era n responded to the firing order 
the pilot set up. 

"Now, I'll take the control board," 
he said shortly, sliding into the padded 
chair before the banks of keys. "Take 
Captain Carroll back to Mr. Scot: s 
care. Dive out when I ring this alai m 
bell. And see that the last man seta 
the automatic airlock before he aban- 
dons ship. That's all I" 

"Yes, sir. And good-by, sir! I'm sa- 
luting you. sir !" 

One minute later the strident note 
of an alarm -bell rang throughout the 
huge ship. As the freighter cut across 
the face of" Earth at elevation of fifty 
thousand miles, the aft port lock opened 
on the airless void, and white-suited 
men began diving gracefully down 
toward the "great globe that was home. 

Ntxtlntw: OUT OF THE 


Like laige sotm- flakes th«:<, drifted 
downward from the lock of th-e rocket 
whose tail tube* wire already flowing 
red with the accelerating bursts of VVil 
tonite. 

THIRTY-TWO hjura later, from 
his drifting position in f-paca with 
First Officer Scott beside him, Captain 
Bob Carroll tried to look Sunward, He 
couldn't see the flash, nor hcitr tlie ter- 
rific concussion, but 'he kntr.v tliat his 
brother had succeeded in his heroin en- 
deavor. For, like the sputtering !»>.<• of 
dynamite, a line of living li^hl s?eeri>ed 
to nppk Eai tlr.vard. 

in something like eight m inn tea the 
iin« of light tippled across ai.'-.ice, sti uck 
the Earth almost like a visible shock, 
and maijicelh a one of black shadow 
sprang out from Earth on the side away 
from the Sun. 

And it was, night again vhvre night 
should be. 

It was. another -wed- *u -ore Bob Car- 
roll and his crew -were rescued just off 
the Pacific 'Coast and rushed by atrato- . 
liner to Chicago. '-'Hereyifl the 'midst of 
the -wildest rejoicing, Bob made his re- 
port to Hs father. The bitter lines 
about the spaceman's month had soft- 
ened somewhat as he enfolded Marcia 
Warren in his arms and rested Ms head 
on her shoulder to cry. ■ -■ " , 

"It was wonderful ! Simply miracu- 
lous !" praised Dr. Bedloe. "But what 
I t. a mot understand is why you let 
Martin make that sacrifice. I — er — al- 
ways understood that the old tradition 
was for the captain to stay with Ms— 
all— ship." .• ■ " : 

"He couldn't help.it— if it's any of 
your business, sir !" spoke up Brewster 
i^rcely. "Martin Carroll knocked the 
captain out." ... . . ■ 

"Oh !" said Dr. Bedloe, glancing at 
the former captain of the Rex. "Queer 
that he should choose to make the sacri- 
fice. And I wonder that' he was able to 
pilot the ship so" successfully into such 
sheer brilliance of light." 

"Oh, you damned fool f * grated First 
Officer Scott. "You don't know much 
of anything, do you? Martin Carroll 
was stone blind from birth ! Now, let's - 
get out of here and leave what's left of 
this. "family in peace." 

■YEARS, by Ivan Sandrof - • 


CRASH ON VIAR 

By JOSEPH J. MILLARD 
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"6 * The Shadow of- 

Death on Airless' 
Worlds, Drives Men 
to Perform Deeds of 
Murder-arid Scientific 
Lav/5 Bring Them to Justice! 


T 



"Damn you'** he shilexeJ. 
cattle osov to tftcx me!" 


| HOKNE insisted there was noth- 
ing outside the shell of the 
wrecked space cruiser — no air, no 
pressure, no heat, no light. Only utter, 

absolute nothingness iav =»ove the 
mineral-dust surface of 'it ad Viar, third 
moon of Votan, the last jOmet fcr/ond 
Pluto, 

But Jac'crun imiw be run Theie was 
sometlrr^ uut-idc, Deani waited pa- 
tuv.dy .r^itntin^'H , hovering above 
Vic , . ccked craft on black,, silent 
wii'uti, This was death's domain. It 
was only a matter of time until these 
two rash microcosms of life, unwilling 
invaders, should yield themselves to 
death's mandates. 

Jackson knew this. Feeling the 
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(f r'-i.«r ro«ch of death's exploring fin- 
against his brain, he shivered as 
hi* -a atched Thome make one last hope- 
less try for contact with life's outpost, 

"If 1 could stretch transmission range 
just a fraction of a parse more/" Thotric 
muttered through set teeth, "l rnulu 
reach the guard station or) Pluto, I'm 
going to try to overpower ili'a n« long 
enough to get a call through. I» iitav 
blow out instantly, of coui>e. but L 
don't see that even then we'd be any 
worse off than we are now," 

He bent ovtt the communicfiioi, 
which had been miraculously undam- 
aged by the crash. Deliberately he 
turned the f»ow<tr controls up above 
the red danger-bar. The \\ hole assem- 
bly began to hutm warning of the im- 
pending blowout. But still Thome 
grimly fed power, easing it delicately 
into the instruments until its shi ill pro- 
test was louder than the cosmic dione 
from the receiver. 

Jackson, hunched forward on the co- 
pilot's seat, stt his terth r.nd bhtwed 
a sudden flood of cold rersjfiratn.n from 
bis eyes, His fingernails du?, hrto hsv 
palms, hut he did not lid lie film, 

"Calling Pluto," Thorn* <jr&:--Nl into 
the transmitter for the bundle i'h time 
"Calling Space Guard Station Ni'r-acn 
on Pluto, Astrophysical exp! „>m! >un 
uhip Meteor calling Pluto, AuMver 
quickly it" you catch this."' 

They both heard it. then, A faint, 
i.tfinitelv distant whisper of sound pen- 
etrated the eternal cosmic drone in the 
receiver. It was the sound of a h -man 
voice — the iir&t to reach their ears in 
eight months of extra-galactic wander- 
ing! 

**€2 PACE GUARD STATION 

NINETEEN on Pluto calling 

the Meteor, We hear your transmis- 
sion faintly. Come through again if 
you can. Give location and condition 
of ship," 

"Pray that the blowout holds off," 

Thome flung over his shoulder as he 
flipped the switch. "Pluto, we're 
wrecked on Viar, less than a degree 
from the north pole. Send rescue expe- 
dition at once. We're unhurt, but our 
food supplies are running low and 
there isn't a living thing on this satel- 
lite. Hurry!" 


"Be on our way in an hour," came 
the answering whisper, "Hang on any 
way you can. It will take us six to 
-.even weeks to reach you. Can you last 

that—" 
Wlioof! 

With a surge of blasting overpower, 
the whole communicator system blew 
uut, The lights went too. There was 
a terrifying interval of absolute black- 
ness until Thome's sure, unhurried 
finders Sound and switched on the 
f-iiipr jeii'.y circuit, 

*"JK>y. am f glad it held until we 
c„? jhikJied contact!" he breathed, wip- 
ing his broad forohead. "Now all we've 
L;<,>t to do is play two-handed poker for 
f.i.v or seven weeks," 

"S-xix or >-isevtii weeks?" Jackson 
could barely recognize that hoarse, ter- 
lined croak as his own voice. ''But — 
but we can '.* .' We haven't enough — " 

"Food?** Thome finished, eyeing his 
white-faced partner narrowly. "We'll 
make out, now that we have to. We 
have enough food to get along for two 
weeks By stretching it, we can make 
it last between three and four weeks, 
After that?" He shrugged. 

"After that we starve in dead earnest. 
But we'll m?ke it. Life is a pretty tena- 
rioiis < t iiaiitv in human beings. Most 
oi its di.fs't tealke how stubbornly life 
clings t f t us, especially with the cement 
<A hope to strengthen the bond. When 
the rescue expedition finally lands, 
they'll discover two shrunken mum- 
mies here on the floor. 

"They'll think we perished. Then 
someone wfll discover that deep; down 
in thw<e wasted bodies is still a spark 
of life. TheyTl go to work or as and 
pnl as through, it'll be close, 1*1 ad- 
mit, bat we'll make it." 

He turned away cheerfully and be- " 
gan to unzip his bulky apace suit before 
putting' it on. 

, "Might as well trot out and make a 
few observations," he said, "This is 
really a wonderful opportunity for me 
to correlate gome of my observations 
and strengthen a few of my pet the- 
ories. Well, keep your chin up, Jack- 
son." 

He vanished into the air-lock. Pres- 
ently the Meteor trembled slightly to 
the thud of the outer port slamming 
shut. ' 
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Jackson sucked in a long, shudder- 
ing breath. He brought bus clenched 
fists around from behind him and put 
them on hh fences, now that Thome 
was no longer around to see their trem- 
bling. His haunted eyes avoided the 
Mack disk of the forward port, fearful 
that he would see the grimacing spec- 
ter of death grown bolder, now, beck- 
oning through the glass. 

.Six or seven weeks 1 Food enough 
for three to four weeks. Three to four 
weeks for two, but six to eight weeks 
for one. Two men eat twice as much 
food as one man. Twice as much food 
.lasts half as long. .... 

' Mk BRUPTLY the idea was born in 
L m Jackson's mind. Spawned by the 
laughing, demons of his thoughts, they 
fought their murderous way to Ms' con- 
sciousness. 

Thome must die ! 
: , For a moment Jackson was surprised 
at the calmness with which he accepted 
the thought. But then he realized that 
he '■■had always hated Thome— hated 
'and feared him.- -He. had hated him be- 
cause Thome %vas a scientist, a deli- 
cately tuned and maddeningly efficient 
instrument of research. And he feared 
Thorne because the man was never 
-afraid. 

Jackson had never belonged on this 
expedition. He was no scientist, not 
even a mathematieid.ii beyond the bar- 
est fundamental requirements of abro- 
gation. Hi' was one oi the last of the 
old school of pioneer rocket pilots, dare- 
devils who had opened the spacewetvs 
to traffic by their blind, heedless, pil- 
ot -the -stomach and seat-of - the-pants 

Thv y i ud pointed lumbering, fiagile 

old rue ico 'i z.s the Moon, Missing their 
blind ui> jvc\iv>' by millions of miles, 
they had '.ni".viUn*_h opened the far- 
ther plain.-:-., !v e> nlurati.jn and settle- 
ment. For K-l r,i>. p»rt, those m<.n had 
died oi rttiKv, < . v ^\c iin.c ^civ J IKC had 
taken o ( «t l:u :><. *.v ii^i.ttci >. f =|.nC*. 
travel and iiu ir u 1 • b jt<, t t %>. li «.-.]'.> 

But jacka-.H' hud IX Vrl ittii'l', t 

lunged ro th-.t c:>.\v 1, t".h- i I >. i ja:k 
son was j co»v t n - '< All his liJ„- U: had 
been airanl fdojt oi tin aa."i , d< apell- 
ate, sensavouai tiiin^ts be haJ cbiic in 
the past bar! luvn dvne accidentally, 


the result of blind, panicky flight from 
something he feared. . . 

Pear had made him Thome's assist- 
ant on this fl'ght to chart the nearer 
galaxy There had been a scandal in 
Swamp City on Venus. Money had 
been stolen by a man who feared pov- 
erty worse that he feared possible cap- 
ture, A guard had died. And suddenly 
Jackson's fear. of the death penalty was 
greater than his terror of the unknown 
beyond the , Solar System. He had 
leaped at this jeb with Thorne as an 
escape. 

- So, as always, fear drove Jackson on 
from a lesser to an even greater teiror. 
So Thorne must die because Jackson 
feared the ■ gnawiiif -pangs of hunger 
and the nearness of thac hovenng 
death, 

Jackson stood up quickly, strength- 
ened by Ms resolve,- and . went to the 
port. A turn of the t hum '-.-screw 
brought the disks of polarized glass into 
co-ordination, restoring its transpar- 
ency. Jackson looked out ovei the 
weird, phosphorescent landscape oi 
Viar, with its jutting of knife-edge min- 
eral rocks and its towering cliffs and 
mountains. 

Directly below the port, he could see 
a corner of their food chest, imbedded 
in the sandlike metal dust When the 
crash had ruined their rurigeration 
plant, Thome had suggested leaving 
the food chest outside in the cold of 
airier space to. protect its conu'nts 
against mold.. Not a single lamiliar 
life -form inhabited dead Vbr. So there 
was no danger of loss by. stealth. 

Jackson stared at the vuible corner 
of the black impervium chest until his 
eyes watered. How damnably, pitifully 
small it was I Yet under it* idr-heal lid 
was a man's life — and a man's death. 

HE TURNED away an,! iv/ept his 
ga.se over the bleak land until he 
saw the moving dot of TIioim*A space- 

puiud figure n irummocl; a quarter- 
mile awjv. Tlv.<:i\b had set up a maze 
i A i' j auge instruments on that hum- 
mo,: d and spent most of his time there, 
easier leadings and observations. He 
Wda about through, Jackson »jw from 
the movements! La would be starting 
back at any moment. 
Thorne must die quickly, before his 
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uselen !x>cly consumed any more of 
the precious food But he must die in 
such a way that the rescue party would 
not suspect murder. Jackson's brow 
wrinkled, then smoothed. His fear- 
sharpened animal cunning had discov- 
ered the way he was seeking. It was 
utterly simple and absolutely certain! 

Hurrying, Jackson crowded his big, 
hulking body into a space suit. Fear 
kept him from venturing outside as 
often as Thome, but he was familiar 
with the technique of locomotion on so 
small a world. He stood poised for a 
moment on the narrow step outside the 
airlock. Then he leaped out at an angle 
to carry him clear of the footprints left 
by Thome,. 

On airless Viar, footprints would last 
through eternity to rescue or damn. 
There was no puff of wind to smooth 
their casual outlines, nothing to de- 
stroy their telltale presence. Jackson 
knew this, net because he had figured 
it out for himself but because Thome 
had told him so. Thorne was a scien- 
tist who knew euch things. Jacksoa 
had neither th« time nor the interest. 

He floated down, touched the soft 
ground and ballooned skyward again. 
He had to-gotten about the lack of air 
pressure or gravity. But he compen- 
sated quickly, frightened, turning the 
.gravity control on the spacesait's 'belt 
to adjust his body to normal weight 
'His untrained fingers overcompensated 
at first, and the force of nearly two 
gravities crushed him against the 
ground. ' But be terrifiedly found the 
proper setting and rose to his feet. Then 
he marched oat across the weird land- 
scape, paralleling Thome's footprints. 

Half-way to the hummock, he found 
what lie wanted — a knife-edged metal 
rock lying loosely on top of a larger 
boulder. He picked it up and went on. 
Plodding up the rising grade until he 
topped the crest, he halted not ten feet 
from where Thome bent over his 
meters. 

Jackson's lips peeled back in a snar- 
ling, swage grin. Everything was 
working out perfectly. He had the idea, 
the convenient rock, and now Thorne 
stooped in exactly the right position. 

He raised the knife-edged rock, 
sprang across the intervening distance 
and brought the deadly edge down with 


all his brutal strength. It struck the 
space suit, bulging out rock-hard from 

the internal air p re-sure, directly be- 
tween the metal brace-ribs. Jackson 
could hear no sound. But he could see 
the long rent appear in the fabric of 
the suit, could watch the edges puff 
out a little from the pressure of escap- 
ing air. 

THORNE jerked erect, spun clum- 
sily. His eyes ' stared wide and 
honor-filled through the glassite port 
of his helmet. For a moment his arms 
milled wildly, trying in futile fury to 
reach and close the deadly leak between 
his shoulder blades. Jackson stood back, 
waiting impassively, still holding the 
murderous rock. ' 

It was over with shocking abrupt- 
ness. Thome stopped his useless at- 
tempt to close the gap in his suit. He 
took a single stiff-legged step toward 
bis murderer. Then he went down, col- 
lapsing like a Venusian fishman out of 
water, as the last of Ms air whipped 
away into airless space. . He was 
dead when Jackson at last summoned 
enough courage to bend over Ms prone 
figure. 

Thorne was dead, and it was over. 
Jackson would now live in comparative , 
comfort until the rescue ship arrived. 
He lifted the dead man's shoulders gin- 
gerly and wedged the sharp rock be- 
neath the body. Setting it down into 
the soft ground with its edge upward. 
He fitted it into the rent in the suit. 

It would look exactly as though 
Thome had fallen backward upon the 
imbedded rock, ripping his suit and 
dying there beyond human aid. Jack- 
son, when the rescue ship finally came, 
would be too weak to go. outside. The 
others would readily accept his story 
that Thorne had been alive until almost 
the end, had gone out while weak from 
starvation and that Jackson had lacked 
the strength to go to. his rescue. 

Laughing quietly, Jackson worked 
his way back to the half-buried Meteor. 
As he moved backward, he carefully 
smoothed away every trace of his own 
footprints. Back at the ship, he felt a 
return of the old familiar panic. Vague, 
formless terrors, a fear of things un- 
known, unseen and impossible, came 
back to haunt him. 


CRASH' OK VtAR 
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II** ran ckirnsih/ to the food chest 
and fitted its unlocked Kd. Suppose 
tomt thing had happened 1 

But nothing lad _ happened. The 
carefully packed food Was there, snugly 
fitted into its impervium -chest, waiting 
to supply a murderer with life in ex- 
change for the life he had taken. 

For a moment Jackson felt a great 
surge of .exultation at his success, his 
cleverness in outwitting death. Then 
the exultation died, its flames extin- 
guished by the cold breath of terror. 

■.Panicky, he caught up the heavy 
chest and staggered with it to the air- 
lock. Suddenly lie was not able to bear 
the thought of leaving the precious 
store of food out of his sight, no matter 
how sure he was of its safety. 

Back inside the cabin, he relaxed 
in the warm glow of the radiation 
bulbs. With his space suit off and the 
protecting walls of the tough hull close 
about him, the sharp edge of his ter- 
ror dulled a little. He even managed to 
forget '.-that death waited outside the 
ports, its army augmented now by the 
addition/ of a new recruit. 

He cursed viciously. He knew what 
had made him jittery. He was hungry. 
It had been nearly five hours since he 
anil Hume had last dipped into that 
chest for a skimpy meal. 

He would eat heart, i- L'l ." >- v/\^ 
iiO longer \1«> horrible urgency for hus- 
banding the supply. Then he would 
sleep. Eat and sleep— that would be the 
pleabant pattern of his life until help 
arrived. Eat and sleep! 

Jack-son caught the handle of the 
food chest and lifted. It resisted his ef- 
forts, though it had flipped up so easily 
outside He swore irritably and nerv- 
ously looped both hands around ' the 
handle and erked. Muscles swelled 
across his powerful shoulders. Veins 
stood out nn his temples and perspira- 
tion rolled into his bulging eyes. 

By not sr> much a-, a hair's-breadth 
did the sttibt ■ .vn M yield to his fury. 

He veiled curses that echoed back at 
Mm from the mooting walls and 
snatched up a Iwei mf to use as a pry. 
Tlie bar bent tuuis-r his frantic lunges 
but the lid held a» if it had been, welded. 
He put f/,-o bars together and leaped on 
them. The bars held, but the deader 
metal candle of the chest had been crys- 


tallized by the intense cold' outside. , It 
snapped off sharply, and thefe was no 
more leverage. ' ' 

Jackson screamed, and the salt sweat 
on his tortured' face was mingled with 
salt tears. He slammed the lever'-barg 
against the impervium chest until 'his 
numbed hands could no longer endure 
tie sting of the Hows, 

"Damn you !" he shrieked. ' "I know 
wheat's, wrong. You're holding it down. 
I can see you there, big and black and 
laughing ' at me. You're dead t You 
wouldn't stay outside any longer. You 
came in here to trick me '." 

He snatched the loosened pilot's seat 
and shattered it against the implacable 
chest, followed that with every other 
movable object in the cabin. When 
there was no longer any usable imple- 
ment, he fell down upon the wreckage 
and clawed at the mocking crack be- 
tween lid and case until his fingernails 
broke off. 

After awhile he checked his fury. 
Laying his head upon the cold black 
surface of the chest, he began to laugh 
softly. The laughter ro*e and fell for 
a time, and then died away. 

W IEUTENANT Slane of the Space 
mjt G'.wt i ! gasped, forty-two days later 
when the rescue expedition landed 

"Thorne up there on the hill and 
Jackson in heret Thome died of a 
ripped suit and Jackson apparently 
went mad at the prospect of starvation. 
It's horrible r 

"Lieutenant," . one of the • younger 
Guards said, "I can't get this food chest 
open. We don't know if they ate up all 
their supplies or not." 

"Take it outside, ■ you dope." Slane 
said irritably. "There's probably a vac- 
uum inside, from being opened in the 
vacuum outside, where there's no air 
pressure. They probably kept it out 
there to stay cold, and all the air inside 
it must have escaped. Naturally you 
couldn't open it here, against normal 
Earth air pressure. 

"Don't you remember the old Magde- 
burg Hemispheres they showed you in 
physics class at school? Creating i 
vacuum inside scaled 'cm so ti^ hi. thw 
couldn't be pulled apart, Tak: th~ 
chest outside, and a baby could Hit iha- 
Hd mpf® 


SCIENCE'S preview of the year 2040 indicates a Futureland where pe- 
destrians will practically vanish from the streets. 
Locomotion will be effected in many curious ways, engineers pre- 
dict. For instance, the populace will go down into large subways provided 
with moving sidewalks and moving benches. These benches will be sup- 
ported in the air, perhaps by alternating current magnets, and be ' pushed 
forward by further magnetic forces. 

The closed cars used in the subway today will have disappeareS from un- 
derground transits, and the electric railway*, as we know them, will have 
been relegated to the museums. 

Automobiles of graceful design will be driven silently through th e streets 
at an enormous speed. They will travel less ' ' 1 ' ' " ' ""' ■ 


than 10 inches above the surface and will 
i« wheel-less. The same power which 
drhei all otter* mechanisms in Futureland 
will -erve to operate these cars — magnetic 
or atomic energy. 

Tktrt being no wheels and no bearings, 
thert is no more question of friction and 
no were problem of spring suspension. The 
onlv -liction encountered will be the air, 
Mngsu- ic force will take care of the weight 
oi she -ar and other magnetic forces will 
drive ?fie streamlined. car forward over fixed 
routes 

These suburban and interarban cars will 
travel at speeds of 250 miles an hour! 

1,000 MILES FOR A CENT! 

There's nothin ; h-. ,• ad American 
S & v to illustrate the comparative distances 
of ijstroaomicai bodies. 

Suppose we had a celestial taxi that would 
take us places at the rate of one cent a thou- 
sand miles. That sounds cheap— but wait! 

At this rate we could go round the world 
for a quarter. To the Moon the fare would 
be $23$. The fare for a journey to the Sun 
would be $930, The distance oi the nearest 
star is about 26 billion miles. The fare there 
would be $250,000,000. And the taxi-driver 
would retire! 

WANTED: PERFECTION 

Want to win everlasting scientific fame? 

It's simple — if you can invent the perfect 
ihcrm.Mreu t. 

At ytm.-rt, it is a physical impossibility 
to *.or>s«ru«.. a perfect thermometer. Kven ( 
• t rhr K.inonal Bureau of Standards, in 
Wishing ton, where one would naturally ex- 
>* ct hi find only absolute accuracy, the best 
( K-rmo.neti"- that human science can pro- 
tf:nt si'o-As an error of at least one-twen- 
tieth oi a -Vgree. ■ _ 

Indwd. the early thermometers of Gali- 


leo, Fahrenheit and Celsius must have been 
crude affairs, for it is a long cry from the 
uneven, imperfect tubes of their day to the 
smooth-bore, finely graduated modern ther- 
mometers. 

But the present instrument needs perfec- 
tion. And if you can do it, you may evsn 
get your picture on a postage stamp. 

MAN FOR SALE 

What is man worth? An average man, 
one hundred and fifty pounds of him? 

It's simple enough to figure it out. Thirty 
pounds of carbon are equal to fifteen cents' 
worth of coal; fifteen pounds of hydrogen — 
well, that's water. Ninety-five - pounds of 
oxygen and four of nitrogen aren't worth 
anything — they're free as the air. The ten 
pounds of calcium phosphate bring thirty 
cents as fertilizer. The seven ounces of 
table salt are worth two cents. That leaves 
four ounces of sulphur and three of potas- 
sm n; two drams of iron; a few copper pen- 
nies; and a dash of magnesium, iodine, 
bromine, boron, manganese, etc., just 
enough to constitute slight imparities. 

In terms of the elements of which he is 
composed, a man is worth about a dollar. 

THE MENTAL MARVEL ' 

is there such a thing as the perfect photo- 
graphic mind? Don't jump to conclusions 
until we tell you about the prodigious men- 
tal feats of the world's wizard lightning cal- 
culator, Johann Martin Zacharias Base, 
born in 1824 at Hamburg. 

Multiply 79,532,853 by 93,758,479? Daze 
could give you the answer in 54 seconds. 
Find the product of two numbem each of 
twenty digits? Sure, but wait 6 minutes 
while it's worked out mentally. 

There were a lot of otrei ,u;-azing feats 
this mental giant could do in his head. He 
once extracted the square foot of a number 
of hundred digits in 52 minutes. When. Mm 


118 


W2 v »;xu-en v-i-m * oiu he takuiaw-i the value 
ot pi to 205 places of decimate. Base's nexi 
achievement was to cakulate the natural 
logarithms, ot the fust 1,005,000 numbers to 
" places ot decimals; he did this in Ms spare 
time. 

li.S'ii ret-iarkabie memory could permit 
htm, sdrer a Mttgk* glance, to" state the num- 
ber <ur» to 30> ot books tit <t bookcase, sheep 
in a Pock, eh.. Alter a second'* look a! 
x-.Mse dominoes he gave the *>um < 117 > ot" 
sSieir points; asked how many letters were 
if a certain line of print cho>«i at random 
in ii quarto pit**, he ics antl gave die cor- 
ro.-t rt urn her ^oi>, shown twelve digits, lie 
had in a halt a aecond memorized them and 
their position;-, so n% to bt able to name 
instantly the particular digit occupying any 
<t;/;igne<1 place 

Wc wornler i' B'ine could "have fsmem- 
hsied the ne<.ess.ii'v telephone numbers one 
has to reler to r.\ out complex civilization' 

FAMILY NEWS! 

It's been a htg month for our tribe oi" so* 
eiice-fktioueefi,, The office Walter Winohell 
reports that Robert Btoch has middle-aisled 
it. . . . That the Leo Morey» have increased 
the population with a baby daughter. , . . 
That Otto (Anton York) Binder has stepped 
to the altar with a Chicago lass prettier than' 
any of his heroines. .... Aad that Ms artist 
-brother, Jack Binder, is anticipating a 
Messed event . . . Congratulatory wires, 
lowers and space cruise ticket will be 
■ gratefully acknowledged. 

AMATEUR CONTEST NEWS 

WANTED — new writers! Each month 
the editors of THRILLING WON- 
DER STORIES read scores of stories by 
fantasy followers in a hunt for new talent— 
fans u*ith htotica irueiesti'ig enough to merit 
publication in T.W.S, So 4<u sewn ama- 
teur acr,bitt> have rueij the be'l. Their stories 
haw been k-a lured ii: previous issues. 

Why don't yoa enter this national con- 
tent. luiKt'd >motly to amateur writers? If 
you have m idea for an anginal story, dress 
i\ up in narrative form and let as see it. 
Write up tiiai pet interplanetary theme 
') ou've beet* hoarding all these seasons be- 
fore h ji. c professional author scoops yoa 
on t,:,- hk'i ami heats you into print with it, 
'i"\ -i • .'. ,in, doali' ! f-'j|>aced, aod send it to 
> MAT K vVKITifiRS' EDITOR, 
'i iiSJLl i>:,. WOXDUR STORIES. 10 
E. MlL a . *!.', St* ■ -i >t vi.y. N. Y Enclose 
a st.in.piii '!> .i^i i c.s'. !"l"{'e tor the 

return oi w>,, ; V..-U8,.', tor >'<*,ou!d it ,,'ro\e 

It >oer &>>,• :< l . i'.-i • ^ " .1 <;:.'j w-r v.i!l 
W gh>~t to in;'...' i;. !• . ^; - f ' \ "a i. 
nes<l r.t revt->< >\~ • J 
ge^.iortv Ac j mi .,•„.. 
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ch.'.sietl d*. the •. "jv-, .r>i . ii- ^ti'i i -n 
tKhittori. 

' JO;N T; ic LEAGUE 

Y oil" re not a mii-hedged scientifiction fan 

unless yon. own a membership cari in the 


SiCIENCK FICTION LEAGUE Yuou 
t,aft<is oi *cieace-fu tioncrrv she woritj over 
belong to this active, international organ- 
uation dffvot*-? to /antasv ians" irattraaa- 
tiou. -Gel tr- e trienda ih j our neigbborhood 
to Join the LEAGUE ;tnil 'orm your own 
Chapter. Write t".>r Ml dt-i.;iiv 

To obtain a FREE teruhene oi memhri - 
ship, tear oft the iame.itri|> oi the cover ot 
this tnagiuinr. so that the date and title ot 
tlte maga/iiie si;ow. and send it {»lot% with 
the at'.;>iicatioit appeariHSi on this page) tu 
SCIENCE FICTION LKAGUt". 2 . W 46th 
Street. N. Y. C, K. Y.. enclosing a staaspetl. 
aelf-a.itirfssed enveioix. 

And warlets— write oar Sergeant Saturn 
a ieguiar niontiiiy letter. Tel! Mm which 
istories ym liked best, which are year fa- 
vorite t cat u res and artist*. Your sugges- 
tions and critixisvc have m.uk T.W.S scien- 
tific tior/s leading magazine, ttt.lp Wt maiti- 
tata that leadership — THE EDITOR, 

league cliiriFiiws 

GOLDEN SATE COMETEERS 

Mr. J. J. Fortter, Bt iija 1'i-ifc. Awe,, Oakhiut 
Calif orala, announces the formation of ,\Uv 
Golden Gate Cometeers, a branch of . ttic 
SCIENCE! FICTION LEAGUE. At present, fti>- 
club's membership is «ight. fleaieri «l 
THRIL»IilM6 WONDER STOBIBS residing !« 
Oalilanii, . Berkeley , .Marttnea, Saa . fimtelmuH 
and other bofderlng cities, are invited to go»»- 
mnnicate at once wltli Mr. Fortler if they >• i « 
iutereated la Joinlnfc tliis Ch«.pt«r. 

Meetings are held on the second and fou'lt, 
Saturdays ©f each month at 7:3* sharp. Ptu - 
tlcolars and nieettng- place will be given upt>u 
request. ■ 

■ FOR MINNEAPOLIS READERS 

Paging Messrs. Jack Knigrht and. Jack 6i.>r 
Son, both, of Minneapolis. Minn. I 

Will both these ILeaeriiia memfcers eat in 
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i-i'. ■ . wro-dimermionat 
n- 'i. int< —Mew York City, 

So you think space-crony Hamilton's 
t»vel ..cuW make fine flicker fare? You've 
got home thing there, Pilot Hidley, and if 
enough of u wrote to the movie moguls ia 
Ci0*;malani» or something, you can let air 
ninety-two element* that we'd have more 
seieatifitais. 

Bless year heart, hi, but 1 also hope tie 
"Via" series eo on and on, -like' perpetual 
notion?' Gordon Giles televiews, woird that 
his intrepid band of spatial pioneers explore 
Jupiter in Ms next trilogy, which I hone our 
editor ached ales for early arrival. He's an 
old space-hound himself, incidentally, aal 
it he had Ms way he'd be homing in on all 
'hose solar jaunts with Gil way, Markers,; 
and the rest. 

Continuity in themes? Call it chain-belt 
xuspense^bat you'll have to search all nine 
s.orlds and twenty-eight moons 'before you 
,.m find any finer series than those the 
helmsman behind T.W.S. has been serving 

Jti so far. Tubby . . . Pete Manx . . . Gerry 
Carlyle . ,'. Tony Quade ... the "Via" gang 

. , tliey're all part of our spaca-voyaging 
i.'iinilf . Aal youll be seeing plenty more of 
all of them. You can lay to that I • 

And now let's dig down into the old mail- 
sick for some more sonic-gab. Here b a new - 
recruit to our crew— Kiwi Wilfred C, Fagot; 

FIRST REPORT 

By Wilfred C. Fagot 

i 1» my llrut letter to any stf ttuig. and 
.- »t tiling I want to do is congratulate 
>o on your »torie«. I can truthfully say that 
have never been cliaapBoliitetl 1b a single li- 
ft of your magm»iiie. Congratulations! 
1 have been a reader of stf for about five 
sara and I have got mote entertainment from 
W.S.. than any other mag. My only kick Is 

(hat the QUMTTOKB AMD AKHi 1> i'i' . ,<CtKH- 

MiCTS, and Thb Rbajmbr Sfmaks nhould be en- 
i.rg-ed. 

I am a student of physics and chemistry, » 

f Continued on page 122 ) 
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Welcome to the tribe, peeiot. And that 

foes for all you other radium fuel-stokers, 
"here's plenty of room in the old Sergeant's 
space-log for more frequency diss and data, 
so if any of you haven't yet carved your 
handle in our Inky Way let s have your £rst 
report by return rocket. Warp my hair and 
call me Kinky, if I won't be glad to. have 
yonr blasts help propel this battered space- 
can along her galactic patrol 

You just ke«p watching that mailbox, lad, 
and Uncle Sam'i couriers will be bringing 
you a few cubic feet of letters from T.W.S. 
pen-pals before yon can say LorenU-FiU- 
gerald Contraction. 

Blast ay jets, but here s a locketeer .who 
struck paydirt in oar last contest. Meet '8 
i hamp, you junior pilots. 


CONTEST WINNER 

By Don 1, Thompson , 


Myohmy; TUIH1> prize In the "ImpoMible 
Ifiuliwray" contest! 1 can tell you i am. w«ft- 

i . ery aniloasly for that Flalay orlglaal, 
hasn't arrived to date. Kim prixe let- 
quite adequate. 
' l j letter will have to cover two issues of 
lairaiin* — November and December, bo 
roes: 

st, the cover*. They are almost photo- 
tc, as far aa the people aa«J animals go. 
are still a little lurid, and the printing 
her prominent, but the December iatwe 

Improvement in this re«pect, also, 
be atorieti, "The Day to Come" in t.tia best 
.:. tier issue. It fits in with the modern 
. la actenco Action toward etorie* wkicb 
i liv ru ioyed by raid era who are not regular 
"Sift From the Stars," while definitely 
s atory. Is aJinaat m good. It is much 
W.i' , than most of Hamilton's recent novels, 
! tt'ii k. 1 also especially enjoyed the follow- 
ij^'j, Usted in order of preference: "The Lite 
Wn.'lunea," "Reverao Atom," "The Golden Bar-' 
'the two "Via" stories, "Shall Stay Tliea* 
» ir«," "Ei.', F». bi Ssrtfc" (ljecau.se of 
' r t , tidiiiff, mainly) and Harrison's Amatuar 
Lefcst liked wan "The White Brood," 
i fjrhaps It was mostly because of the 11- 
tion, .'which s-yt me off to a bad start on 
it ' ■ me. 

"Via" stories still, hold up amazingly 
CMiss' llercarlaa Intelligences 'are rem- 
it of, but astonishingly different from 
laum'e famoiiB Oaeirr. Ley's article ie a 
• • ■ i .Mition to T.W.8. Sotn«thing- comparable 
i . , •. month, or every other month, would be 
j ,•• -elated. 'The Keaier Speaks" continues 
i.i iiuprove, considerable credit being due An- 
<i- > for this.— 2932 V Street, Lincoln, Ke- 
nt "t - L». 

Cat your rockets, Pilot That Finlay prize 
has already been dispatched to you, and by 


U9»* die i.n; ! xi^ace sAotiM W a«tsrairsg 
your <■<*"•. f rb'.V w^n.ier thai yea J«It.,,as 
though ;-mi<3 £j r.jf;stJ a coiiKt's tail be- 
e r vis^ Oi\ . was btlawi ill arriving. 

Vow ii.^'t-' *o drop m on our prt eiitor next' 
:me u link'* i K|>.iee-ii<j]< to New York. 
».ii>r,)','r The Vail Firtlav and Wesso Mack- 
£iad-V-h,'fs t.rn L>e>ti.A bi.- cftW would make 
v.-jt (.r'ua pOi> «iit like one Oi fkTgcy'i mon- 

Cwo.-jramiaiiorw tor wmmrfi boo. And 
the"-. 11 be another route' t f^R for all you 
-<thi.t rav gun n' i;?ce», 

Spenkicg of cr-faiK, h. «t r- a singeing 
voIk / ifcs.n <.','( i ' K A'-'lf j'^in, *viir severest 
t- 1 it ir . Hi cc i- h' . •.•ve:.a — ■ a-A how} 

FROM COV--P TO COVER 

By Cici H, Ar.S^nw 
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i . ; .">.st either, u the gru<ig\ng 

• i' . ;he coyer i-row, and the 
seems ' v r-idu&Uy to be 
• •- ,i UM1..U The out- i 
jacket hai just ncen tne one malodorous pha»-> 
or the mag that I have harped on, and thi 
doubtlaee Is the origin of netfoo's mistakenly 
generalised opinion. 

The promise of a new brwih-twirler on t! 
front floor ntsxt month induce* ma to »pai •• 
tke horses a little this time, though I can't 
»uppre»s a, few remarks that leap to tl 
tongue at sight of the latest Bergstrosity. 

Basically Brownian in conception, the D, 
camber effort I» closely reminiscent of Oct. '!!'* 
and any of «everal overpopulated BESM covet- 
•ince then. And this monster's peepers 6ti 
with the lousiMt of tlietu. Why— ?— why l'i 
the name of all that In sticrei in »c!«nee fiction 
da they have ■ > n»«u •>•>( m*f 

Then foi», there la the oft-arfruad point i 
whether or not four trail are practical, it 
they were more practical than two, then mi- 
w*nld ■«»• f«r, unless tho anti-ovolationlp-' < 
are. right, Tills is Wellman's fault of cour«< 
Bergey couldn't very well contradict the stor; 
But the whole tiling is vastly interestin; 
Topping all, perhaps, is the fact that we hav 
* perfect mechanistic robot that, In spite < . 
.an 'Utterly materialistic mind, tittli. lias th.« 
modesty to- wear a Huron gl 

Ciiarl#8 Hidley has given yon tie key-not' 
out with Jtroafle prittle-prattl* and In wit 
iota and lots of good, eye-illlng scientific ar' - 
work. We have promise of sometljlBg- new 
for January k and If it is good, the December 
ieuue may 'well mark the end of an era — th< 
final, ea,#~i»4«et of the Biagnlicaiit, perm 

▼•ring, hm^.".->'*i-r\p.r ftp^pfiBrmyrcmrv 
'a: \ nt*j; . v "pi;.%k'H K.nrni« off o«,-t 

If. > 'i . ruiii ltj>ll in ih<< ,-iil»«nf<> i»f rlk« 
Nm. .' ii:;*il>- I it<-r ilri/'»li»* 

• i - I'm i*'1H wtth mr attl- 
- ' V. 'i »,,. rt«ht. Chuck. 
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!.£ » ,l<-fi- H«l . ».J I 


Irs waxBSSrJQ 

~W1 w> «,1M-Lt | CP£B4t£8 OS 

j v 0UR AC m m 

ttrCTRIO 
PHONMRArM • 
BCCORD 
PLAYSM 'J. 
RAOIO-PHOMK 
OOKfUMATIOKS ; 
m m mm Tm 

mi PORTAWXI 


-f'Nl.i Vft MOVJ-VY- HrilR> ('HJi'liV! 


Ln'iVinSi/ I- iH'k". ! ^ t'.J K .In' t|% r ■ n . -'9 1 i'»» to 

in. i viv.-^'f siowp kci <>t!i»i if i v i!--;iij« 

HI i 'T I r, i I . . • ■ it' . ' . ' j, t *i aNU 

ri »,! i <( il .1 »' f. I •< . "..I i "i .< ti l.ni-iit 

"t, n 'i' „i "i < - ^ti |,,ii l, . t ' a 'it i'u, si skn, 

vl i i m 1 1 ' ft 1 .* ii " K.ii A 'I', ,i . ..I"! hiaiik 

ll..**: i=* . >' * "" < f 



COMPLETE OUTFIT 

IN! i OIW ^.1 ' Tv, ,1 tML»,." ' .'>»4R 
f-Cl,,..*!.- 'M,' 


$2-98 


,. 


Ml/ 
I 1 


li' ifi't 1 ,., , , |i f» fl - 

», iuh . * pa> fw^tmjtfi 
, ,1^1 i,' ir,>*i' ! v iwlnr tiv*e f& 


i ' wi t '.,5 n wan 


h 'n c.iiijj ii imiMia, cuti wita urtw, 


Free for Asthma 
During Winter 


' . Ui'pc mm* el iu if vstch 

f ,,,, i .» v> is r> Llv , ii mnui n ibi* bf nu«* 
t 1 ' > h*vrn*\ ■i* y.iu iiu> tft<« .li-mat^ ♦# w» ..riiv 

f , I'-'.'l nf <t '.\rujri a'>!<- r.i«tl.c<l. iuA'Ur Ms- f Twit ht«j 
] < H, (»i -ir, »au /» m ill -iu* */ ti» r 4fi<» >uu. -u t>* 

> < i .vim, v>r 4' l * ar "til :p"-t if you ait- utt^r'y <*>?>'> < *<] 

^ > 1 . ! • <,i> i,sf»* }»,n »i«da> for tliis c>'iii. it - 

BuffsK Y, 


I 


TtrcraUfully <»<<imt«l In 7x9 
wM»> trKir-M mat Mt-U- from an? 

ovk Oriental iHbtixhI, sta-! 
Cr« j anfi slaiup — no otli^r I'linty »>. 

C0U06IAPM, Kept, TM1 
I? N. teCioir», 
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PLUS v STAMP 


■ MatilM 





Caused by Gastric Hyperacidity 


FREE 




LW* tl.-. tif,- of your 

*'inir ,= u*t *t yitfc *m"*. 

- ! -.-<; 100,000 
L! Mi (MM UfUr ' >0 «>«> MrtilL' 

FREE far i'>_£, 


t*ut \*r.> r-i » 


r! AND COLORED in Oil 

P HOTO ENLARGEMENT 


FALSE TEETH 


00 DAYS' TilAL 

TEST THCM 
EXAMINE THEM 

We rt'rt", FAlSE TFETH till 
t« tut» Mi n. urn H MOMn BACK GUARANTEE. 

CLEVCCAND DENTAL SUPPLY CO. 

Pest. 2-E1. Eo»t St, Loais, liiinoif 

"DICE. ""CARDS. 

>{>eriahlei! lor M<iif«'i»njr ase. In!m 
Sltn r». v'h- ck-C»fi LUul.s, < »taiw* 

t-u 1 1 ma. -,iam;>« or »-,iio, 
H»? T, jSWrt^ Wni T •• ill.fd. <»«»«» _ 

THE T«UTH"AiB(0Uf " 

Stomach Ulcers 


B<mkM <u psir>t» heme Ucaluwrs!, M«o? n-iwrl thps 
«,-io !n> «ln-I.«ip HH1»- it !'«•) ill 

jmu-w B."nm- f« h<na* un'mi 'it Vi it .' 'ia 

lh» mn »«'«! Pr i-:>-sd dt«t. Tbrt fnl-i»'»i« t. . <> -i tu,, 
»Kli infnm iruy" ?• l»- iwimS tr»i ot 1 .-!, TWIN CITY vim 
CO., Of si. m\ Mft-sn-oll' Kii!»»s«ti.— A*r. 

SONiWilfERS 

SOUTH 'AMERICA 

t:\mM-%m*v rtvNivwKW!? w 
nRA/.'l. iirSiUUV and AKGEMfNK 

i?,-8i «<V by H.mr 0.-*r. 

e. unscti »«f w*«t i«> iT«iir, mw ycrk city 


(Continued from page 123) 
vp fallen to Uif fni*F of Km ita-j-wn 

Tintui, hi julj. jit.r I Ik- Cas.Hr.: >«> kui '7i"r'» 
Ifr;tn m April— an<l Uit> utwiM-im^h:,. i r, cuti" 
R, X (uHhiu iuirrhnfc »n.u j.i- s i-.t in » i--.--Kf.il 
Vjlikm- Sf.-nj^llu Uinicf n s\-ii <n ; v.m M i:.',«r 
Lav. t'«n(4ii if -j .»nt«i tii»- V- it , • »i ir-ru-.-. ff 

M il. dUik-.-C Call <i"liVir)* 111 f f'UH Ml-'tl H« ihr.if, 

(In ri ) ,%'iy I«-t wi>r<i;<! 11;. t.u tlic ii-ui 

Til- . am 'uj-i.-t! itt" <iil<>s,' -U-uu) (r.J. it 
♦ it. b<ff oi* tUe tl. r.-e and <>»»•- >>i tl » < x; r -n-Kf-Ht 
iJ.A'l hn« « vci 'ii .it. - 1'tnijvitj,- . . <-u "'b'V.i it 
t)w Ktni-yiio' I." "Vih Iiif i; nlc.4 
lismlK down m ltn fiu-, ra<—, 

Tl.-UItllt.. MiTlll- (llHUt'if. (H-Ulii!* ;hlJ ft... ft, Hi 

"Tltf Mai'blm s' «tn, U L -iliii'.ii.- rol.-'i .. 

h'ditijr tlis.-i't-'Uv rnJ.itid tLi-ir <«' i.*.,-. and r>,--- 
>it>ni it UdiiiiUnn's - 1, 'J t ->^t - J i»iik fi,*- 
c. nM.lrit* ly in the rc-'it --if'.- - e-i.r • ii.(-i-t ir.hij: 
41-. T<)l>hy Hiit(-<JiibP<-i'\ . 

I ciltrt vyiit J i h I T- -( :,>*(■<! nprt «.,v rl,.*it f-incf 1 
f|iit> oil- h gi« » - ftt) j..I<+ j.-'is-il-ff rvi, ui;.- 
y ri-wy-».l> ci.'n- < *t . n > ii u,,- .... t m- 

Li*y a.nd i.it.i tn> i.J-irt hi ft iJ- mil e i i-ii; nif-h 
»p \V..ml-r. li'it J df-oH »i;.i-' (-M, 'W..14 
('{•KHi*? I Vj wn" li*w tiu Hi 'tro w.-ig 

. tn f fiction, f.'int-th., iie *-%,;Mi< ii;ik..fji, 

I'l'inik'rV IiuhIi', 

ji i'-.uf»h' .-J" yi-iir t > 1 1 h.'n.^ i.u( tl"T" 

< « - . ,m tt'rt'..' f-nrjifih.' inii't" b-.' <•«!(!. I 
t.u- •• .-Ft r<i.- fhiiu; ,«it.J t!i-li( t Vfitli ilipiis 
;r ii'im.-l J_.n< Li,.'h . m <•( "--.iiiTOent, 

ch»'i- •!>'<•= .K I. . x i - - - ii -- u-l i i -I ht r t\ ,t -, ft 

I'J'-i • i .1'- , ! •!• i,!iu|," (1 . -f «... c, " ».(H 

. . i-i- 4i ' -ri' I}-.- ' -•{• • p! > 'i- !•;!>»- 

t- ,)r !).-,.(. -.t ,. -'f '"(;,- n >i-I i i.i 
S-tiH-S (in t .1 .' -!H-!; . j- l< ■ ,i II >"J- ''ti- 
VJ.--tuu-'-. 

CirttAtc <:«itriiuge'? ,md Piulo's r-enheiion 
if a B.E.M. won't get you it jmu <!osi't watch 
out, lad- Mark this grizzled spare-hawk's 
words, but watt until the fir*>t space ship 
comes back from Venus with a cargo of bug- 
eyed interplanetary d«niz« s The -whal-is- 
its the Lindberghs oi space fariuic b?< k to 
terrestrial clinics will t>e sfwrting optic ap- 
pendages that project way into the fourth 
dimension, and you'll he salaam-ing before 
Masters Bcrgey, Brown, m<i Co for the rest 
of your service, my lackey, beggk'g their for- 
giveness for ever doubting their visualiza- 
tion of other-world creatures* vision atccsso- 
ries. 

And snrifwhf-r in Tibet the loval clan of 
ihe SFTPOBEMOTCOSFP v. ill erect a 
mile-high itatun tit a B.E.M., t,ast out of 
melM-down Wtllkie imui.xis, that will 
knock your eye out. So th^ry 1 Be«,jjfes, 
wh.it in ill mmtiuf-U^n weuid you blast 
abf.ut if the clitur decreed a morakorhinn 
on | iri,.t! uAmg orht<\ entities ^ 

By t! e bye. Pilot Anderson. I don't set 
> our xtt-. e — or rather, your ssgnature How 
abtitu afipend'tig your John Hancork to <>ti« 
o{ your letters* This old spate-buzzard 
d«si't mind Ldng bricktattcd. ever, but 
it's out ot the torpedo hatch for ail anonv- 
moue missiles — and unsigned one*. And 
ht.".v about an address — street imnibci and 
all thai? It's as clear as Jsj'ace you cau wiite, 
lad, Ft? tag your nest etliergrnm, or you can 
look fur your future letters in our Martian 
edifioii.-.. 

Trc t-ia:l-saf k's not yet empty, the X-.-ay 
scantier inform* us. here's go^d titws uj 


Read 

THRILLING WONDER 


STORIES 


124, 


! 


th» v;.i4 ok a atw gazette lor fan followers 
of fantasy loie. 

NEW STAR OM HORIZON 

By Jasph &lherl 

' • • '. -.1 •,' i i". ph-now ran f i<mmm<*t 
the publication of the South'* flr«i and only 
fan miiraiine, THE 'SOUTHERN STAB. 

This iriHRRzine will be iMued bi-montltfy,. 
and will feature material 'exclusively by,. with 
the exception of Northern gneit article*, 
Southern fans. The line-up of department* la 
quite unufjaal and includes: 

FROM' THE STAB PORT, a column by Fred 
:W. Fischer. 

THE TELECA8TOR Southern fan news. 

THE HANDWRITING ON THE WAUL' A 
unique department featuring analyses of the 
handwriting of prominent fan*. 

THE MUNSEY MASTERPIECES. An excel- 
lent and #!ltere«t collector's column. 

,5*1115 PASSENGER LJST. A department of 
Soutnern biographies. 

Thi» in addition to many other feature,?, 
frtieli. as MUTANT articles, a swap column, <t 
round robin department of a new order, and 
a well-balanced assortment of article*. Actio: 
•ferae and departments. 

Oar staff artiat is Harry Jenkins, new to tt • 
fan field, and destined, in my opinion, to t.«< 
tine of the biggest sensations of the coining 

first Issue of THE ■ SOUTHERN ST Alt 
will appear January 15, and subscription rate* 
and other information can be obtained at m 
.address.— SS11 Park Street, Columbia, So, Car. 

That reads like a star-studded line -up, 
Pilot Gilbert, and the fan-mag; reviewer on 
STARTL7NC STORIES should rale vour 
joani£i fou- sura if your publication is as 

food lis it souiu' ». Best wiihtsj to THE 
OUTHEKN SIAR, and may she shine 
teghtly in mr con?te!latioa oi ianrtom's 

Parion n?v velocity, rocketeers, hm ill 
have »o bf R-vJiut^ tor Vat next spae^psm. 
Well, 4ln *»e iwke mm I he He.l iy^ot «>f 

n -, j: ,,- e . r ^, lh j-i'{-<'li'»5ui^ 'evfr keepi 


A -nv 


•J10 ,)i 


llM' t'llTi,. J. t-. • !*i is in 

',*; . vu'J! nil he i-oitois, 


the 


•rO"i AMATEUR SCR136S 


At f ht- i>- iMif i it.ii I .'pi pu K, isinr!(r a tan 
mag <i. . .» <■•<! Hi I h- !' »itip» s u f 1*1,1(11, « arrii- 
t>- ur wr'iri >*. ( !'. ,■! th-it tins m'<-' « ill h,i . f n 
fj?iinil.- hittfium J, !,sc , ici'l. >- ir, "Ji'T" 
wny nn'^r- •!,nt r,' i>iy t «•'! wit; t,i l-.i <).«- 
K-v ".<•<) »■'»! iitiy will r pi i( i 'h> M^U'is 

ttT t\ "i* f I- -'«!. » 1'f t'l'.* £t(ln,tt f>W|t!l,-T> -rti't «a» 

•vi u.ii j nl' mi ',i it ■(! 'tii is it 1 11, In Mftti" iii- 
1 . "■• « > H-.,- i'tti'-Ks L>v *-(iif<'r," <-{ 
<••->< ii i mi Hi i .- , i) thf .«.*»>" nii.ifi'l — the 

m: 


H, r. i. . . 

In It, 

n>e Hi" i 
t 1 ittiA: ,i 
f<Ll, "i I 1 
f mrii . 
r'u'i'.l «< i m • 
d - in -• m 
tl ._A = . i 

k;> Ji, •< 
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1>; . i (i ' i 
iil.-r il iH; . 
'{ cju at 

i>k,'>- ciit i 
.ii u<H 

I Wl )!«•-! i 
1 dPi '-'I I "... 


| . ( If ti I i|>o nil" V iiv,v ihe 
! W i.i ni v..;? i<,,i^.'nt t,, tusk- 
.i i : - ,-'■!>. nb,it> il ilUx- 
■ u • r 'I 'il' 1 ilLI \i i \\ i »N'- 


IHC 


on 


.'. I 


:h'!IL,i,i \ ) 



' W ii . I- . i',„--<'. ■' , 


i >I»i . 1 Lh besk nm tisM. Duo aafl . 

Ist^i. 'i' . t> fi rf. s 1 "^ibjtri la uli.,1 i,^. 
i iwt -t! , i n i^i |".f"'iitv. ^— i .M ! ^i* •> I ~* ,1, t r,- 1 - 

fl1%li-C ? T,»,siir. * tt <!•>»)> 'fin* 1 I', ,, i -I M n, .l1. 

tut 1 -) u i\,"ii* !tv'C«i , * i <*i ti i i- , i,^ 

Kt,S «(uh-lKllul> tor wn')? f i..i f i f I.i,, Ili-S«(il, 

(flJ •[ »,i1I9b! t«»« tiin. - "' 


$ J[ Uf Hi." : 'ti... To Gtt 


Aunn. * co , 4» »-«t " ~c-F. ^t /Ti»r' v icV* 

ri»«.> « .• i. v i^MfBOf' Ml"l' r llfil (|ii.-, n I , 
i,ri">Hi ^. iUiI'Vi^wi'ifii-rtut ii; I , 1 1 •( ' 1 1 i ' it, 'i i i r , , ,< it l,i 



If 1 Send WmW 
mm FINE SUIT 
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W.H ysa »«» Ii ant! She.*, Is- ti Frtemhf 

ft. ah '^^"i^-fK t V >0 ^ . ■ *ii * *i 

*; - 1 1 vt^i mi a, , i < ■ sii* u ittilij.lf l« 

CASH tN OM PARtlAt PAVh.TtT KAN ' 1 
ran. »5*w for neriMfc~ 
STONtMUD, 1338 W_H»frise9, t.ftt. p.^'/, Chitafjo 

ti iT. • 1 1 . " '.'Tt; f'L wsTiE'd— 

%t is il'ii J? li.fi?J15E UK'S qT 

Em >f jI i IVj^e I'ii /, iitf, S^lMffll — wi trrtu 
idii , i > ii*, ; i' tUi 1J! i «.r,l wiyi an itg 
stamp iw toll Ititn-m.iiiiOii iUu< iiw <>i»»' V.> < t-.« Oi'Wtt iloliil 
— 1»il wit #> f-.f ?ni' 

l.»E.8TU0t FCLLOWgHIP. B« 0-W N0B0T0N, CONN. 
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C ! r u » , ( " ,i i .V , , l; ., . . 
AM «KI V<J !N"i ' U J.i ,. ' I, i ,- 

Ill*, dr «" »t , I Ii li iH ms * * '. 

u <»» it, | » ! >«« », I. ■ l! , ,.. - <•>>• il 
A'il t fifH .'lii.Hl, i (In 'i :M' l-.l' 

M-'^utt n li< i„ ik i >i', t>i» 
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•tlliint 


Irwi 

| | n i ii if 1*11 .-I* 
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i-|/*t< * 

.11, -ih OHIO 


WHAT CAUSES 

GOOD LUCK? 


ii * l 'I* < t ui-a*»Ii *-iaviw 

ii' ' r • \ fi !»•• L<xic*t<>M>. 

i l *, i k ? ii, mi i- f»jr drswina. 

I i i' ,«.!• ii Ot h-fk't 

if .> r ,ifi ,f t .M* » 
f 'i.. ' i ■ i 1 1 , ■ t^-iiii ■ u. tl ) -i-fti i Kftail 

»w i 1 -i ' n ' i .1. .f " I 1/ 'i»-ht»» 

Vi if.i.. , 1 i itji <• i i/itt, *".) . 
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DICE • CARDS • GAMES 

MagwiaM'. ConjiiWfr s[w<aM-i<>«. SpeeM 
!>!<•<>. Wrights. KI.it*. Toj>»— Card Roukw, 
Papers. H< rfPiK-rs. Ink.-*, Sapjiltes o£ all 
kind*. Bla.. Boot VliliE, 

H. C. EVANS & CO. 

1520 V. A«lam« St., T><?p*. >t CHICAGO 


SONG POEM WRITERS 


Writs taint »f free Booth* tut. ■ 

ALLIED MUSIC ■ 

0»s>t. yiti ji>7. Cw-riratt. Ohi» 



OLD LEG TROUBLE 


E.sy to wsf Vkcow Strttyxl IvmIh tsury oM 
kgrtrwvtwdbvlrg nxtg^tMtn.wrH >w ram. 

xwoltm legs .aid mj'<f «* m> tmi for TRIAL, . 
Bs«2* vuw tMil*p and «k PKEK BOOK. 
T. 6. VISCOSE »!ETHOO COUPA** 
!40 N. C-irborn St-»et. 'Mem. IlliM* 

ILK D it ESS E S - 1 6> - 

MEN*S COATS 75e~CHRC«r?N-S COATS 3S e 

if f RtA f < Li 


Maw «(« 1-iutaa) 

MAJKW01H, Oeftt 


M. « «r,i«> Stmt. 


WANT A GOVERNMENT JOB?- 


Thon-snd* flrnj s-tretrty iot>« cvm- mm !h «»ir\;»i:- 
fer the e<»T«'rjii»<-ni. Ttie-e jol>- \.n fruin s^i.-i to 
*K>,m«» » yiw. The <l>-l'f-n><- prut-ram ami U,.- 
n-K!ilur nosxf- of tb- jrov^rmm-nt mil iur ..-n-n 
type of work — «p|ir-iut ■<'<-!>. nnd him ii, ~.i,!l, l 
toiWTfry, MenQKrapriirs, typNt-,, (>.>-uu mirk.r., 
<-tork«. To ki'i-Ji l>tj-i.<J. on all openii'i;, in soim.- 
j»ewt wirvirr, huuwvilf S8S- t<> tlie 


Tlftp" fi» titmr f iitm you ni*w f<.i(ft>ntinR 
th»-«« v.iTioitH loJittr.ip.- ,*!l<t$ U'o..tdi.-iud A'.-., 
IMfMioro Ohio, 

That's a mighty fine project you're plan- 
ning, lad, and long may THE UNIVERSAL 
HOUND rove the snacewnys Sure wi.-n I 

could accommodate you. with those original 
illustrations, bat yon caught your old Ser- 
geant a few momentum)* past your orbit. 
All our surplus pics were donated at the 
Chicago World Convention, and our art di- 
rector hoards what few are left for forth- 
coming; contests like a Martian hoards his 
wafer rations. 

Say a hearty hello to Fred Rummer for 
me, lad, and I'll be dipping the wmgs of this 
meteor-scarred craft in his direction next 
time we scoot over his port. Let's see the 
fit - 1 of your mag m-d maybe if it's 

good enough we can defrost the absolute- 
zero heart of oar art ed. 

Thought we had that "left wing" ianx pas 
on the cover of the last issue all straightened 
out an rl pnl awcy into suspended animation. 
But here's another backfire trom Pilot Bill 
Carlton, proving that two lefts don't make a 
right. You'll have to ^top off at the next 
port, lad, and consult laut month's issue for 
the answer to your digit A uHeimna. 

LEGERDEMAIN WOES 

By Bi!l Carlton 

Tli*- „\<H(>i!>fM?r icsii'f of T.W.ji wi.p mrprig- 
IngJy miixl. £ w.in a*. Tff:ihi} mi. .,<•(< fir< sn<t 
snjrr>.-ibci| « lit n I stw the <w»--r. t'.-i >. tuo- 
m 1*111 I tlidiiijltr r hod t>;»u«tit tin.' wiu'it, 'h;,a- 
«z(n», bur a jm-cmhiI •jlntK'w ivnt«ui'pi! me. 

1 <LiHii.Lt. "tn.i j hr- ihi.'v'vi- uixeii - 
t«'c In,- u-ilivHia jiatM"i>. i i1'>ii'( sfn any sr:t.-i-ti 
n-n <>r Ima I'lui puAstrumticc .-"milrtit't; out • 
UnilWt ,'or»f:Hrt<<!n8 »t e:«'h o!h<»r *" Mur, t>£ 
murs*- i' « ic licjjft')' vch>> "t«-.(« liut fist 
ht1f-«.t umiW <!!•!»«' ;i inati v 1th two l«?fr 
IvumK? Hv»tffiti" h-i vr>ili> wii'i von'lt ,.<•> th;H 
('ui t >i:iit. Of i-yiirw. ilwiv h;ni it, h« a 
j-n'i nv!i.'..ji; I'.'iiiil^ l»i di/'t ri-ss rhix tout- u i: b 


t M'. vi,-,.' 
4 T.. tUlx' • 
i i:Mr i i.,' T 
, ,• A y ' i- : 
my x 

•» appe 
■\ yourac 


m... 


■ '. J ': 
Time. 


Tfce Battaa'e tediug Civil Serrlet wwkly. E4tt#a by 
Seward Brlsteai, PHI ont tbc <oapoa h#low; i 
— , — . — i 

1'Jaise *■ od Un» Civil StWf'W l.<fart«<i : 

li'or 2<J wr»-kii I metnm $1, for 52 wertw i wtrtnso S3, I 

C1TJL SERTlOl L-KAt'CK, fT i>tt,-»«e St., Xo? Tork, I 

M. I. i 

NAME . . .... , 

AWtU-.-h , , 

art — .... ., ,. rti.iTj; 

m 


i' v f-'."'t 'tr>".n .Brontosatiras 
>>ii,'ii. ..at of her arm. It 
, s v, .t ,'„.iii that, Ob 42b* 

-- - ■ m it s iiiocli better, 
i <>!■.• ; . stories. First 

1 v. ,.!! •. 1. 1 iracteristlc that. 
,(,„! I( , t ^„. .ealism. You ttl- ' 
I: ijh .Mr,;, with the «x^' 

imru! tlit now! mH'.i tin ,)ther 
', ' vi"i-;.! t(>„ f;i(>( r<>!il I) :\;<<s '< i ovet, 
. ' Hi t likf >ni. TfUMl. "Tur Tmilb of 
' iiist i>iAit v go<i(<. All rhf fesl were 
--i't,(3 nuh *hf except inn (>f ''A Sn*i'e for 
M'..y1-,'' wltnh w-fiH <i»-0n)ii'fy |«u> t<|. A! - 
> i . a tli li> i>)irti< 5il;»r *i i.ry •<t;ni'!H (int. t (i<- 
i's i>- w,<rt w . • 11 jsh.>t »» Hi,; T V S. .'<vi;|-;u'e :<'n* 
t* . j- .}>< 'i '.■ l/tf I'-'.nc of th»» Kit », <i<;<, !\xm f. it 
i.fn r U" S Ij'i- th>' h"*! jitn-'i-K <i ml rti-f.ssr- 

.'"('tl'.'t I Hl.il ctonu f>f tli"-' t>unKt-f«t JH'?!)** i't 

i*ir flu-lit — < Jrapi^l^nd, T» v-ip. 

Which brings its, not to the bottom of 
the mail sack, but to the last bit of space 
for rocket fuel. So. pall in your rteclrs, vou 
spectators, and seal the airlocks until Best 
month. We're Masting off lor another trio 
on the old run. Your old sergeant is going 
to try to bring back some sparkling g,ems 
from the far places for the next issue or so, 
attd you junior pilots can help brighten tip 
the sparklers by sitting down and writing 
a message that will make a few sparfa fly. 

After all, you know, this is distinctly 
yoar department — m a y b e compartment 


V 


, il *, .,■■:></• if»»p better— when 
>. ' ,1 f I*, v, ifh letters into which 
. i > •■>". nvrn&rtiur can sink his teeth, 
• . . > - i< , ruffxtae in my wasting a lot ol 
' ' *m| just to till up space, Oeca- 
. ' »Hv t uofc a complaint from & few of 
pi iifibiiMerf about the quality, or lack of 
>_„> '*> 01 font own letter;,. Blast me, if 
'ii.i! il'ff-n'l win the pair ot as'ra! long draw- 
f is, i otnet -lined! 
lit vowr editor to blame for that? 
Yeah, you know the solution Sit down 
and do your growling ',n bkuk <<nfi white— 
and shoot your beef, in St> I can have 
something to snap back a' . 
, Until next issue. 

Your chief phot. 

--Serc.e&nt Saturn 

LOOKING FORWARD 
' • (Concluded ft cm page 119} 

land City. N. ¥.; Samu- ' 4 -,, Kl Pane, 

Tex.; -Robert Callles, '"V-ei-o, 111.; Mii.lr.-ti 
Jung, Hiladale, N. X; <"'"i!c. Bi('iti*-rt><n, 

Wash.; .Carmine Margi.'ts,«i.. RiviT<i!il<- N J ; 
Seraiin?, .<> ' Ree, Sr., wo .«!. N. J . Mm 
Keeley. Hendersonvlllr X <* J fun > I'l.iUnt, 
Westwbod, If, J.; Montf.-i[> |tj. m." .», 

Wash.; T. R. Richter, I J. ]'«.;.r.« ail IV \ Bun 
Reynolds, Oxford, Olii.. jw * Ir J.'«.|, 
Beaver, Colo.; Richard f;k<si«"mi, Pt, ii^isni, 
ft, 3,; Phil Da'rts, Cotai'Jii.^. ,,«!<.• W.'li ?/ r. 
Mlnto. Dartmouth, N. is : S. < i 'J'l nw. 8ti>'r-- 
raento, Calif.; Richai't J>r.'.l"«, <*:ri iiii,..t', 
Ohio; Albert Klein, i.ef* <Vt<«i.-!< i> iViif , K, 
.Terrible, Now Orlea.»«, t :t : Kijllt WU, 
Mac'ltsville, KaiiB.; AlfrM •'utifni.i^rt V. w Or- 
leans, La.; Troy Dnason K.«.>ii..:o- t Ai;, , U.<\- 
J. Sienktewicz, Scranton. t'l H'n >1«1 U.'iSi in, 
San Francisco, Calif.; K.tiinM t ■'>..! K. v 
York, W. T.; Frank Ht^««-uN...-L« t, l#f»Hl, 
Tex.; Norman Strand, H'im.M; h, v 1 Iwli 
Burk*rt. Mt Dora, Fla L« *> U i • ' < f - M • 
hattan, Kans.; Richard i'.*n 1:; <•» >..»•- • in.i . 
J i . i (.-Ronald Iv.-wiL N J L<»u - 
Brenner, Portland, Ore • H F llw.i siiii''. 
Ind.; Uoyd III Snapp, P*. 5.l">n»i trh * , 
Tom A. Flowers, Jr., Bin ^'h ir it ki, .N 1. Is i- 
raan Dial, Wellston, Oh-.., V;*> n»„t» ., fi«i- 
ley, Idaho; It Feeler, N w i'..<!'. N \ : L. Ci'i 
Bi'elfeldt, ThornUm, Jli l'"r.i»K ,i h- 'i^r *, 
Cleveland, Ohio; Jeronin Hi- ' ; > v H^u.I-ij-ci.- 
ville. M. C; Donald Lt-t, j ^,«.<, <>''i-"i^ L, ; 
f firrv b£i ;i. At-:' \ i !••>(, . It"l>.-|( J. Ai 

1 n \t«ir » iMj ' Ki' h;,ri< li>>nn-tb «•>-, Ei.n.f-- 
v»Up. l"d . i!!, ii. ifl ';»rd..n N'.^w y.-rf . K ?. 

FOREIGN 

r>,tk"iA. !' t,; "lhnnu4s \t.'..»» 1 ^, 2.".,1 I1ufhs,z-e 
»•>.], (iT'tsvow. K 1*. St.nlaiKj, K<M« < Tiuti- 

T,'- 1 . ii S ! s^" : I>. Kaetttti'nid l><>v<.>i, Rnt*- 


Read Oar Companion Magazines 
STARTLING STORIES 

end 

CAPTAIN FUTURE 

EACH ISC AT All STANDS 


BACKACHE? 


Try Pta<Wiig E*ct-«* Putsoiv* 

And Acid Thin KidncjK 
And Hl«p (Jetting Dp Ni«hte 

33 CENTS PROVES IT 

TV hen yf,nr lr;^-:'» •! jh 1 ••■nsxt-d ;mt vr \*r 

ht:!ii(i«r H Siiiu*t< ii »i ) j.-ii vi '.-V -»<';i r;l/ ;tt«.) >-i f |.>Ti 
HUi ,r!s , in' : >ti«t- ', in, i ... lii>-i) ' ■■•.ii 


livu'- 


oi: 


"i .-'.v., it 

l*Ul S.* I" itt- .i' ili'Ii >'.l'!'j;".'.! . 

Ii 'k <<iif mi i .if .,(]•• w.ii i<- !•:> . i ii>ti Isks'i'ij ,'ic- 
tlvur >ni.. 1, i.'rj •,. '• r.ii; '- >; • . -• >'<>ii 
f,i«>j> u .'rv<'* >I " • . > ..-fit luit 
l.t siiirc m - ( ' <-Ol.l> flf.'DAL j I'.. :i ,;<. ul'M* 

fli"^ll! 1H - ... V.. ... '.'il, 1 ,. > — 



SECRET SERVICE B^T 


EETH 


MONEY RETURNED 
IF MOT «4Wi>Mt»l 
k Or &f h ? mail— f • * 
«.\s,i. <«ucn of-ryli*. 

C ,««, « >«- <*<iif-*l»-«il 



INifflDBAltf 


f OAY*' Wfcl'.«ll»ri TftliJ. , Join for 


i' a-> ■ ; 'l v >» ' i > r , , ; ^ 9|i Ath-« 

f< (..> ■ a! • >* id, h 11 k ia on weight ikv- 

»IDWF&rfRN CiilfcLE !>r PHYSICAL EDUCAPOH 



I? r sample s new 

^ ^ ^ ABIE TfiEAl M E S T FOR 

Stomach Ulcers 

Oue to Gastric Hyperacid. ly 

H. II, P'um!' " oi .) p»\ V:.. 

: "I i -AereJ for 7 ran wiiit 
; " ' t . 1 n '. ' V ii it -11 tttM 
ir I ' ! , .a ah 1' >< ar.rl 
' 1 - . diet the rest of bis 
1 . u i 1 i , i„ . " i.'kT Ui :>.).v at 1 
* ! ' „ 1 !•■ ? n-tf - "!!'<! t'.mla i-it 
. ^ " . -i a:..' ,1 • k 

Von'i fabtats, I felt ; 
' . ' I. i . .. «,.) t ; >..»t>! i<", 

' 1 . ' . . ' i . ' r t .ill* w ,, kT I 5 ' ,J P 

, ' k _ 1 L ,11. ■ '• I.-.. .' » '» I 1 : 

» ' 1 11 , . <u ! ■ IV-'. t>.r i»f. 11 |.i 1. 4 

s » 1 I f . ... - hi ' k( 1 ,](-! , (, 

. ' i s .1 •. ;»• aa< "w '„i',it,ln e 

lne!ia«}.. Wrtte: . ' 

i Mil.\[)f f rut - \'>i. !<<■ \u- V l v. n 

r#i Hkj.WiBk-, I'lutiMWiAla, r*. 





Th.it plain-speaking book will help 
you understand rectal f hmM«», 
inch as Hemorrhoids, ■ (Mies) 
Fjrtute — explains the dangers of 
neglect and seif-ai>j>l>ed remedial. 

IF YOU SUFFER Pf!_P§ 

—learn hew thousands of ■ iltaii«SP 
men and worn^n have ben benefited hv th" 

Thftriun & Minor Tre«tm«il without ih<, 
usual hospital confinement, Sew! for* F RLK 
Book and Reference list — no obligation. 

THORNTON & MINOR CUNIC 

25&, 17 McGee. K a «os Cl«v, Mo. 

ASTHMA 

"smimiiomt! 

II »« snte (rant J.«)iP»*. K'MOiT»i,ii, Item p «>■-• ». ;"r -■ 
inf. wtfKtnr ~ »r:lr oil!"* l<* JsJluf FKBB KIT, VI. 
OFFKK of usu-at leiM. Inqutrin ftitirt iw-ct'W •i>of»- 

tf'Aco R a ««J.^jfl..'» Lrt-^BulWiBj. fndJiMmi»i», IM. 

i?<W Owr /% Three Companion 
Comics Magarine* for Exciting 

Action JhrtlU! 


THRILLING COMICS 
STARTLING COMICS 
EXCITING COMICS 

EACH 10c AT ALL STANDS 


THE LATEST PICTURE MAGAZINE 


COLLEGE HUIT10R 


NOW 10c EVERYWHERE 


FUN ON THE CAMPUS IN 

CO-EDS 

An All-Picture Magazine 
70c at Atl Stands 



Hi 


THE STORY 

BEHIND 
THE STORY 


UNI of these 
W days . (far 'off, 
we hope), aft e r . 
Miss .Gerry. Carfyle •■ 
has filled -.all tie va- 
cant -cages that lis* ■ 
the .interior of tie 
London Iritwplan- 
toiy Zoo, Captain 
Tommy Strike 'will 
write ns her btog- 
nphy, "Erau'.v and 
\ht Beasts." 
Until that day roils- .•.rots"'!. H«ever. 
we'll have to depend on Arthur K. Barnes 
for authentic chronkles of the syate-qaeeo's - 
expiotts. That ltd ha* an exclusive fr>«r.op- 
oiy on the Bring-'em-Back-Aiive dnme'i. 
memoirs, and not even Tony Quade of Nine 
Planets Films, Inc., can muscle in. 

And you'll find out, a,-» Frank BwlIt and 
the Martin Johnsons learned c en tunes be- 
fore Gerry Cartyie, that catching interpt.tr.- 
etary monsters alive is as simple as count- 
ting Saturn's moons. It's keeping them 
alive that cails for su pe r-resource fu 1 ness. and 
determines whether the hunter will be kept 
dead Or alive. 

At -.11 y i4>c. here's the official iowdown 
frets Bsrnc? him-ieli telling how he came to 
-*sHe TROUBLE ON TITAN, the novel 
Ukk wring Gerry C >>Me that starts off this 
a"> v.hV wsw. This way. !;*c!-eez and gen- 
uih'-men. to ihc gieatf\»,t thuw on Earth! 
Hurry, hurry, hurry! 

ij'-lx- .1 u-t -!,.,.•«. w ..£ ( ..«<•!. J..'! L't.ite h ou>.h, 

D.'IllL <<\ iir.i.N i.« ibe Kimin.ffliil <•£ 
i n- ■ i i- n i "n.' li' , li»fl *».>r, ir« tin* • i - 

• > .• ( 

','"(- fi- -ii in' i )>••-" .-.•in-? ("rum f-'r;>tik JHx-k 
i- iir.-Kiiii in s>« s n vrh" Hi 

f> . ' V< 1 ^fl'i^ 'UlTi'Jf '<1I 11! llil {<»i- of i j"- rv 

i "•!!>'" M '-. f'.ii.-k i'lfv « I'lit'B nod In Ins 

■•>.•. i < '.i ,h Jt caniH '•(... is a hi'S'f iv»<t<-!t 
■ Sin <-,.,. .1 tL. mom rt;.H<>iilj jji-.i-,' .jf i> 1 1» jiro - 

r-lif-' t it or j»ni. <';tteh1n« , "« m siire If tn- 
fi- •...,<- titan ki"|nnr p>n id I v.. cm? 

inl I'^^L-ht. t.'r*i(wrf« of th« wilti, 
v l..-?Lt--* fr^iri Afri.*^ Y--mi^. y/'lilcnu thrive 

f,, r t 1iM >>-i|>-.o>- 1 1. >tr!iir in s rr jt 
.t.,i,:l 1L".>n knhfci. I'kt'j* mid ili"H(»<-M. <■-{«' 
't'iiis need for thorough knowledge of a 
iter's specimens, " anil the possibilities of 
i«ter If the rale Is ignored, was one of ■ 
i i lieas around which my yarn ts built. 

'h» other eprlDe* from the fact that my 
(• ih«r 18 latsrested la Insect pest control, 
: »cl«.lly amonir eltriii orchards. Even » 
ual Burvay of the woe« of raising oranges 
!.r iiR-i one face to face with the pestiferous " 
.1*51, who Sees more .tnaoeial aamage^ In » 
than a flock of Nazi bombers'. 

some readers may know, has 


,r than a fl 
"he . ant, m 


developed Mb own axis, -with eeveral 'stooge* 

1 I ! 1t. r '..'t'. • r '1 ». ''if. tt»H W 11,1 1 IK-!. 

T 1 1 •*.• I" 1 - II ,'. i-l k' 'i «Ut > H 8\l>illH1h 

• i i 'mm sy .<*#•[' I'liit nuiwua nimn of 
' i.'.t sir 1 

!' i» if.il 'li fun i !'«bi mte *o <SK>fUf 9 Isfcff 
t..-i«.-» ,»v <3*-vi-r» I t.> ft "ii'.wtv. ;, ' took 
*ii».*> aii>'!"nt jt'h'ii-ti i Of tv tin- ant tfv.it 
iiitffftftM' < >ii<) ftmi-d i! «<.. »1, k cn\< ms 
mati" wl whiff, kuu !iP*t>"<i alia! 0«-i»-y 
(i )n t!>i.-t S-.Hjt <»(i.i'> treut,!r ,im! |i|t»ri!v 

• ,' '» (ill Ti I t> ii. 

THE YEAR-LEAPf-R 

That ctntuiy-K-vmtieii Petr M-inx, is in 
fain He's Ixuk hi 703 B.C.—W!' rt hiv bag 
n! diiachromsuc k-,! Leave it xo Vei ros 
MariLo-j t« ; n,nig«i «fe ,« trxkab semce in 
ancient Grt.i.e Pete's rhe only rolling 
stone we Vmw 01 who gathers some moss 
(dollars .attl itn's, to you!) And when Fete 
and his sidekick, Hercules, introduce lite 
fixteo to ihe riders of tlt<j Grecian age. you'll 
want- to yell "Yipee!" too, 

Attd new a word irom Bucfciroo Kelvin 
K- tu. Git along, little dogie. 

Writ, I '\df. h. IpfriLf i .,•» rf Hi\ -j iit. « t t • ; -, 
\Mth n*r hiMit«.v.,.rk. «m' r~-tlui[-j Mt.\, i.n-:- 
ii'mtMnb''! i I r.f hiah -M-iit'i i --Ii/. if;, >tlnwi 
I Hlflit'fl til) !i>'T <'l»infr >l> lbs ,ilii| lVi;'„'i t \ 
f|»Hi'i!i thtoiii-t 1 M Bit .hi'lusi' ii, ni f" it- .' 
lavome nuojftct ol mine, at least Before f 
lost my hair and became a crochety old flu: 
fer. And, looking ovor the labors of Hoi 
cales, i started to wonder If the materi; 
might not make a selentifletion yarn. 

I'm a wrestling fan, and, Inevitably, He: 
culee reminded me of the Sreat Galento, till 
human beer barrel from Jersey, Then I re- 
called that a reader's letter, In T. "1 >- ' -.£ 
8«gf©st«# that .1 Bend Pet© Manx back 1 
mythological time* — no there i was. 

Hercules— -according to my daughter, wbn 
Is am lconoclaat — wu a eueker. He need* 
a (rood, hard-headed manager, -And Mr. Manx 
was the perfect candidate for that job. So 
3 list sunt Pete back Into time again, with tb<- 
aid of Xn. Mayhem, and left the rest up I 
him. He ha* a way of wriggling" out of th<' 
toughest problems. 

T -ro<!r tv-j faiitafce of asking my famili 
ii> ' " *j the tale, bat they weren't veri- 
ii' •'<' ii f -ie of them take me seriouslj, 
» i (ir •!.> ••■ w granddaughter — and ihe nevt r 
ti; .-rt.tfa§. She really hasn't anything 
i'i fl>> tv -1 'he yarn, tot I can't help Intro • 
<in. n.s 1 -• into the conTerBatton at erer 
> . - >Hl<v 1 1,. j ..rtunlty these days. 

"tl'ii* ..ii she starts to talk ! I'm almoi» 
— nenrlj certain— that she said "Grampa" 
th>> otlin- .toy. . . . Er— well, that's how I 
to rrn.e HERCTJLKS MUSCIjUS IN, 


THE LOST PLHflET 

A Complete Novel of 
Cosmic Quest 

. By BARRY CORD 


PLUS NOVELETS AND 8TOPJG BY IVAN 
SANDROF, FREDERIC ARNOLD 
KUMMER, Jt, AND OTHERS 
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FREE PRODUCTS 


OF FOOliS, GROCERIES, SOAPS, SVC. 
* * ^ if*?** it( 


Lemon Juice Recipe Checks 
Rheumatic Pain Quickly 

if yon -inffor froni mftimatii. or rseuritij pain, try this 
8i»pb inexpensive homi rt-t-ipc. <,fet s paciage ®f Etl-Bx 
Ctuipui:nil, a two wevk's s,?i)jt1y, mix it with a quart of 
iriiLr, wW the jmee of 4 k"jnw, Often within 48 hnitta 
— sftm<"tiiK>s *>vimij.ht— i-pli'iidM rrjulti are obtained. 
If «,!>« p?uw dn not ijuii kly k>tv<> jfd»i, rr'torn thft empty 
pat'kafte !>iwi Hn Kt will e«wi y<»>* nothing to try, Jt 1« 
Bold umlfr art absolute tnon,'y-liatfc xuf.rsci'.f c. Ea-Bx 
ConiptwntJ is lor sale by drug rtwes ewrywliew, 

ORI6INAL 
SONS 

w IS » ( f,t ,»sa,. Jtjt^ coil* 
»n. r • (<.ii e J.-Ur-'tmd 

I ,1 , i!SI#t^ 

i;r Hl,li l!"n>i, -,i v..",','- (. Ui,',,-. Oisrago. III. 


WANTED 


POEMS 


£erffw£F 

This Fast Ww 
-cf Money Ba(k 


12» 


J-ft i| it,5t I-'* t ! ii-sit i of ii :'<',u,i,»t»ipI«,atUetf'sfoot» 
sc'i"'- , >» ivi-.f i hi-i.widoth>-rt'»trtOj|lycaas»tdsfcintKiuWt?s, 
l! i i,i . 1 I u 'VI-. i ti>'L'iiiU''iti {>(«', i»;uid IXlJi.D. PrfWljv 
b.iti ! . J, « . -.t t ni'%»,N(t,»i!iesiifUUyn4iid (pttklv ^fojta 
(■»'(.' (t-j i itrti ij.., ulii'ji', Jioc trni fintfjt! prows it .1 munty 
UiA. A-Jk jour <lru»giit today lor D. O. P. PKUCR1PT40K. 


i 


Xms ycraii xn:in hy- jii=t ?nt n hi« <nirpri*o ! 

Tfr K^rptH-ti'-'f! to '•oini.ti'ilatr a friend <>n ectHni; a 
Irig promof ion - - ami 1*\m*iM'«I Iiow little it ftH* to acqu'TT 
tnoflfrr irr,i!>in:-t'm^uc('-ff through the li)t<'nuiion.tj C<»- 
mpotwlenee School; ! 

Y'tu. tori. !>:-o5;an]y he -nrpri^'I to fli,«;ovor that 
only a few dollar* 3 month will p«y (or the mvjiuI 
^enlial 1, C tr-iniOL' y.m nml to "'wt thr jmnp" <>n 
j.'il>-( urap"!«;iiiis. f/>»iij)arcf] to thr ro,«t of rompcirahlr 
t^-tipiiip-'o'ir-. - . I, C. >. 1n\\« are heirs* u<e<! in 21 
Stat'* nmvcrMlies ' , I. (,. S, eour«» in 400 lm-;no=- ami 
fef!i!!»<*al «nhjpft« fP*o njna/ingly in«'vpon»ivc. 

"M.i'i t!)U foirirt.n - /pi/.iy — for complete information. 



INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 

CCLFBRATE SO YEARS OF SERVICE TO AMBITIOUS AMERICANS 
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WSTE8I6US DISCOVERY 

SAVES ¥S 30% 

on GASOLINE! 

OR COSTS NOTHING TO TRY 

Answer this call! Investigate this remarkable 
discovery that trims dollars off gasoline bills 
— gives you worthwhile gas savings — more 
power — greater speed — quicker pickup — 
faster acceleration. Proven so efficient, it is 
guaranteed to save up to 30% and give better 
performance or the trial costs you nothing. 

(QJ^mattjEi- Supercharge Principle 

Vacu-matic is entirely dilierentl It operates 
on the supercharge principle by automatical- 
ly adding a charge of extra oxygen, drawn 
free from the outer air, into the heart of the 
gas mixture. It is entirely automatic and 
allows the motor to "breathe" at the correct 
time, opening and closing automatically 
as required to save dollars on gas costs. 



In addition to establishing 
new mileage records on 
can in all sections of the 
country, the Vacu-matic 
has proven itself on thou- 
sands of road tests and 
on dynamometer tests 
which duplicate road 
conditions and record 
accurate mileage and 
horse power increases. 

You, too, can make a 
road test with Vacu- 
matic on your car and 
prove its worthwhile 
gas savings to your 
entire satisfaction, 

Learn all about this 
remark- 
able dis- 
c o v e r y. 
Get the 
f a c t i 
NOWI 


f— Sworn Proof of Cat Saving* — | 

This certifies that 1 have carefully read 300 
original letters received from Vaou-4atlo users 
testifying to gae savings up to 30£, nany re- 
porting added power, smoother naming, ud 
quicker pick-up. These letters ere juet m 
snail part of the larger file of eothueiaetlo 
user letters that I see at the company offices. 


Sign 


AGENTS 


Get Yours FREE 
For Introducing 

Vacu-matic oilers a splendid opportunity for 
unusual sales and profits. Every car, truck, trac- 
tor, and motorcycle owner a prospect. Valuable 
territories now being assigned. If you help us 
introduce it to a friend, you can obtain your own 
free. Check and mail coupon today. 


SEND 
THIS 


Fit* 
All Cars 

Easy To Install 

Vacu-matic is constructed of six parts assem- 
bled and fused into one unit, adjusted and pealed at Ike factory. 
Nothing to regulate. Any motorist can install in ten minutes. 
The free offer coupon will bring all the facts. Mail it today! 

The Vacu-matic Co. Wauwatosa, Wis, 


IftMfyft* COUPON 


THE VACU-MATIC COMPANY ■ 

7617-5*1 W. Stole St., Wauwatosa, Wis. | 

Please send full particulars about VACU-MATIC, | 

also how I may obtain one for my own car FREE. ■ 
This does not obligate me in any way. 


Name . 
Address 
City 


State 

□ Check here it Inlerseled Ut Agency Proposing] 


... I 


LIFE INSURANCE POLICY 
INSURES THEM ALL! 


LOOK NT THE AMAZING 



FOR THE ENTIRE FAMILY 



this (guarantee Wit&ttxtt policy insures from two to 

SIX MEMBERS OF YOUR FAMILY ... FOR AS MUCH AS . . . 


% 


\Am 1444* 



For Natural or Ordinary Accidental Death For Auto Accidental Death For Travel Accidental Death 

( The above figures represent the amount of insurance provided by t he policy on a typical average family of five persons I 


Insures Men, Women, Children— Ages 1-7S 

If aching hearts and unbearable grief were all that accompanied 
death . . . the burden would stiil be great. Bui added to that 
urief and despair are the huge expenses that always foUow the 
(outsteps of tragedy. You'll need ready cash to MO yon tbraacb, 
and unless vou carry insurance on each member of youy fajnily. 
some time you'r. going to have to fac« that financial burden*. 


Computed on Legal Reserve Basis 

The Guarantee Reaerre Policy la brand near .. .U la aciuurlly sound 
. . . figured out by leading Insurance experts without uatnc the many 
rraslcadlag or confuting "trick clauses" and "hidden phrases" that 
an contained In so mac? low coat policies, seeing Is benevtag . . . 
that's why we want you to an the policy before yon decide to keep 
it. We want to wove that tall la the Policy you should Dave far your 
gamut', protection. 


QUESTIONS YOU WILL 
WANT ANSWERED! 

1. Q. Does the death of one or mote mem- 

bers of the insured family cancel the 
Policy! 

A. No. The policy remains In effect. 
Insuring the balance of the Insured 
family, as long as premiums are 
paid. 

2. <?. How art premiums paid! 

A. Pay your fl.no premium monthly. 
You will receive a receipt and 
premium notice each month. NO| 
collectors will ever call on or bother 1 
you. 

8. Q. 1 n what Stales are policies Issued by 
Guarantee Reserve Life Insurance ' 
Company! 
A. Guarantee Reserve Lire Insurance 
Company it legally entitled to do 
business by mall In every State In i 
the Union, it Is Incorporated un- 
der Indiana Insurance laws. J 

4. 4. /i a Medical Examination required} I 
A. No. But any members ot your 
tauitly who are not lo good health 
cannot tx- Insured 


Parenfs, Children (Married or Unmarried), Brothers, 
Sisters, Grandparents, /ft- Laws, Included 
NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION 


Sanaa by ntafl aavemattsta* eoaaknaaoiia; 
branch offlres, expenses, collection ex- 
penses . . . that's why from 2 to 6 mem- 
bers of your family. Including relatives, 
may be Included In your Guarantee Re- 
serve Family Policy tar a total coat of 
only 11,00 a month, you be the judge 
. . . decide for yourself without agents io 


high pressure you . . . without embar- 
rassment or obligation. 

Send the coupon below lor details of this 
sound Insurance offer made by the re- 
liable Guarantee Reserve Lite Insurance 
Company- Don't delay ... do It now. 
while you and your ramlly are In good 
health. 


NO AGENT 
WILL CALL 

IO-DaV FREE 
INSPECTION OFFER 

SEND NO 
MONEY 


MAIL COUPON TODAY! 


GUARANTEE RESERVE LIFE INSURANCE CO. 
Guarantee Reserve Bldg.. Dept. 17-1 
Indianapolis. Indiana 

( ) Please send me your 
FREE 10-DAY INSPECTION OFFER 

NAME 

ST. OR R.F.D 

CITY * STATE 


